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INTRODUCTION 


BY 

GILBERT MURRAY 

S IR JAMES MARCHANT, as a collector of human speci- 
mens, is much to be congratulated on his present collection 
of individuals, so various in their views and experiences, but 
so similar in having successfully faced the trials and profited by the 
lessons of life. Human character is always an interesting subject, and 
merely from that point of view these papers are very good reading. 
Of course one must not expect of them what they do not profess 
to give. They are not autobiographies, not confessions, not words 
of advice to the young or cures for the corruption of the world, 
though elements of all these may be found in them. 

I am struck by certain general points of agreement. Like most 
teachers, I have been occasionally afflicted by the type of Great 
Man who returns to the old school or university and boastfully 
explains how he was always at the bottom of the class or how he was 
“sent down” for idleness. In the present collection of Successful 
Livers the general tone is quite different. Nearly every writer lays 
stress on the importance of his upbringing; his debt to the pious 
home, the cultured home, the strict home; the affection and respect 
he felt for various teachers and friends who had helped or guided 
him. Had the writers belonged to an older generation I suspect wc 
should have had much more direct edification and warnings against 
the errors that do, as a matter of fact, most widely spoil men’s 
lives, against drink, gambling, loose living, extravagance and the 
like. But not only are such warnings unfashionable; the dangers 
themselves have probably not played any part in the life-problems 
of these writers. Miss Bondfield indeed docs just mention her 
mother’s admirable maxim, “Either pay cash or do wiAout,” and 
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Sir Bertrand Watson, speaking from exceptional experience, has 
some wise warnings on the tendencies of the time. The value of 
discipline, of course, is implied in many of the articles. For instance 
in Sir Miles Thomas’s stress on the educational value of engineering. 
When an engine will not do what it ought there is no use in scolding 
or beating it, you have to find out what is wrong and set it right, 
and that is a wonderful piece of education. One cannot but be 
struck, also, by Lord Chatfield’s account of the intense character- 
training involved in the discipline of a ship, and, in a less noticeable 
way, by Mr. Darwin’s modest plea for the unconscious educational 
value of games or Sir George Dyson’s remark on the great amount 
of latent knowledge and culture in our much abused pubUc schools. 

But how far does education or Ufe itself alter what Miss Fry 
calls “the essential Me.” It is dear that that varies greatly. Some 
of us are docile and some stubborn, some apt at learning and some 
not, some like Lord Horder, ready for anything, while of course 
some few are bom with a special gift or genius. Bertrand Russell 
would have been a great mathematician. Sir George Dyson a 
musidan. Father Martindale a saint and a mystic. Dr. Inge a scholar 
and theologian. Sir Beach Thomas a lover of rural monotony and 
happiness, whatever their schools or home drcumstances. The 
maxim quoted by Sir Richard Gregory, “Find out what you want 
to do intensely; make sure that that’s it; and then do it with all your 
might,” is fine doctrine, but applies only to an exceptional and 
happy few. 

The impress of religion and philosophy is strongly marked 
in many of the writers, from Dr. Jacks onward, which is not sur- 
prising considering how many of them belong to Dean Inge’s 
profession of “Spectacle-makers, whose job is to help people with 
every degree of myopia to see the invisible.” The call of sdence, 
as one would expect, is even more audible, that of pubUc service 
more compelling sdll. This is an age of sdence, and most emphatic- 
ally an age of great public triak and dangers making a call upon all 
good dtizens, artists and musicians as well as the rest of us. To 
Lord Lytton high public service came as an obvious duty, to 
Bertrand Russell an “aristocratic liberaHsm” was almost as much 
part of his nature as mathematics; the same might be said of Miss 
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Fry’s inspired philanthropy, and in all three cases, it may be noted, 
it was disinterested service uninfluenced by political ambitions. 
Pubhc service was also the main interest of Miss Bondfffeld, whom 
I should count on the whole as the most triumphantly successful 
Liver of the whole list. Hers was a triumph of character. Starting 
from scratch, with no important home or school influences, rising 
steadily and winning friendship wherever she moved, she identified 
herself with a pohtical cause which proved to be the winning 
cause, and was carried on without qualm or hesitation to the 
position of Cabinet mimster, and, after retirement, to great peace 
of mind in religion. She had the strength that comes from a 
lack of ‘curiosity, criticism and introspection.” I do not suppose 
that she ever lay awake, as Dean Inge did, haunted by “all the 
wrong and foolish things he had done in eighty years.” 

Few indeed of these successful Livers seem to have indulged in 
regrets or remorse. Such things no doubt are a waste of energy. 
But I am a httlc surprised that so few of them seem conscious of 
the ineradicable faults with which hfe has failed to deal, or which 
have grown upon them with age. The only writer who deals 
candidly with this subject is Mrs. Hamilton, and no doubt she hits 
the nail on the head in emphasizing the extreme egoism of youth. 
Babies, so I am informed by experts, are absolutely self-centred; 
certainly they have no other subject of conversation; and youth 
proceeds very slowly to escape from its prison, to extend its interest 
to others, and thereby to make a contented life much more possible. 
But, with the weakening of self-control which old age normally 
brings, there is another form of egoism less rapacious, but more 
grudging, peevish and tyrannical, that is often apt to set in. My 
wickeder self wonders what the secret comment of relatives and 
attendants might be on some of these successful contemporaries of 
mine who write such edifying words about Christian principles 
and consideration for others. The same deplorably cynical 
observer professes surprise that so few of the successfiil except 
Sir Seymour Hicks seem to think that they have owed much to 
mere luck. What would their unsuccessful competitors say? 

I am sorry not to have had any word from these thoughtful 
and original-minded people, who have for the most part now 
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passed into the latter days of life, on the tendency of the old towards 
Conservatism in thought and doings. In daily habits it is inevitable. 
One acts as one is accustomed to act unless there is some clear reason 
for changing. In thought, with the loss of mental vigour comes a 
loss of the power of adaptation to new circumstances and a 
resentment against new fashions. These arc obvious weaknesses, 
but are they accompanied, or are they not, by a certain increase of 
wisdom? Experienced people are much less under the influence 
of catchwords and abstractions and cliques; more disposed to 
judge a thing by the way it really works than by its orthodoxy or 
its accord with some a priori principle. I half hoped to have some 
guidance here. Lastly, I am sure there is a question about which 
a great number of young people would be really grateful for 
guidance, if indeed guidance is possible. I mean the general 
problem of the relation of the sexes. I am not thinking of the 
mere avoidance of vice, on which, I imagine, our writers would 
be pretty well unanimous; but of the varied and deUcatc question 
of the suppression or control or guidance of the impulses of 
sympathy, love, and joy in beauty which the society of persons 
of the other sex often inspires, and which are by general consent 
harmless in themselves but “dangerous.’’ The most useful remark 
on one part of this subject is Miss Fry’s sentence about old maids, 
and her reminder that, even if love and motherhood are the high 
lights of a woman’s Ufe, a good third of life remains when they 
are over. 

But ail this is asking too much. The men and women who have 
been good enough to make these notes on what they beUeve life 
to have taught them, are not really, as Dr. Jacks puts it, attempting 
to answer Jehovah’s tremendous question, “Adam, where art 
thou?’’ It is merely that, having made a good job of life themselves 
— ^for that must be the reason why Sir James Marchant selected 
them — they have been willing to put down some hints of what 
they think they have learnt by the way, a service for which wc may 
well be grateful. 
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Born at Crayke^ Yorkshire in 1860. Fellow and Tutor 
of Hertford College, Oxford, 1889-1904. After a few years 
as vicar of a London church and then as Lady Margaret 
Professor of Divinity, Cambridge, was appointed Dean of 
St. Pauls in 1911. Retired in 1934. Is author of some forty 
books, including several important volumes on the mystics 
and mysticism. 


W HAT HAS life taught me? In eighty-seven years one 
ought to have learnt something. Marcus AureHus 
says that an intelligent man of forty has seen enough 
of the world to understand all that he need know of the stage on 
which he has to act. Perhaps he is right. In middle age a sclerosis 
of the intellect, and too often of the conscience, begins to set in. 
I suppose these essays ought to be a kind of summary of a Journal 
Intime, like that of Amiel. But I have already said all about myself 
that I thought worth recording in the httlc book called Vale 
(“Good-bye’*) wliich I wrote for Messrs. Longman in 1934 when 
I resigned my Deanery. I think it is out of print, since the Germans 
burnt my publishers’ warehouse, but I hope, if there is any demand 
for a record of my uninteresting life, that it will be reprinted, 
since no other memoir, except the obituary notice which the 
British Academy accords to its deceased members, will appear, 
by my request. I cannot avoid covering much of the same ground 
in what I am now writing. 

One thing I have certainly learnt — ^not to have a good opinion 
of myself. When I lie awake at night, all the wrong and foolish 
things I have done in eighty years come trooping by and grinning 
at me. Most of these imps belong to the first half of my life. 
Count Keyserling thinks that we need not trouble ourselves about 

1 



W. R. INGB 


anything which wc did more than fifteen years ago. I cannot 
let myself off so easily. When I think of all the loving care lavished 
upon me Ly my parents and others, and of the opportunities of 
friendship of which I took no advantage, I cannot acquit myself 
of coldness and ingratitude, and that is an unpardonable fault. 
But I fear that we remember most vividly faults that are no longer, 
and perhaps never were, part of our characters. Apart from what 
I have confessed, my memories are chiefly of innumerable stupid- 
ities and gaucheries, like the awful howler that I made in the 
Classical Tripos. That hideous secret shall die with me. It was 
not printed, like the great Professor Jebb’s “he fell on his knees** 
for submisit genas, in Cambridge Translations, page 159. But there 
have been many worse slips, giving, I am afraid, the impression 
of bad manners and want of sympathy. 

Ought we to apply the command “Judge not’* to our own 
actions? St. Paul says, “I judge not mine own self.** We pray 
for mercy, says Portia. We may be forgiven for faults of which 
wc have sincerely repented, even when wc cannot forgive our- 
selves, and possibly for some that wc have forgotten, though this 
is not so certain. 

But in a life which has been outwardly fairly successful, is there 
not much that I can remember with satisfaction? No, I think I 
have had much more than my share of good luck. The nineteenth- 
century parsonage, like the Scottish manse, was an ideal nursery 
of talent and character. Plain living and high thinking, “neither 
poverty nor riches,** healthy and useful work — where else could 
these conditions be found more abundantly? My father, an Oxford 
cricket blue and a Fellow of his college, was one of the best and 
most unambitious of men. He was content to be curate-filial to 
my grandfather, Archdeacon Churton, till he was forty-five, and 
after a few years as Provost of Worcester College he declined, as 
a shock to his modesty, the very attractive bishopric of Salisbury. 
My mother was a highly cultivated woman. Instead of sending me 
to school my parents taught me admirably, and after only one 
term at a private school I was second on the list for college at 
Eton. My luck held. I had the best tutor at Eton, an enthusiast 
for the classics, Francis St. John Thackeray, a cousin of the novelist. 
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IMPORTANCE OF A HAPPY MARRIAGE 

This was the golden age of Eton scholarship. In six years out of 
nine we swept the board in classical honours at Cambridge ; in 
one of the other years our best scholar went to Oxford. Even 
Shrewsbury imder Kennedy, Samuel Buder’s Dr. Skinner, never 
surpassed diat record. But obviously the credit belonged to the 
school, not to the boy. 

There was no vacant lectureship for me at King’s, so I went to 
teach Latin and Greek to the little Eton boys, which was not my 
job. After four not very comfortable years the offer of a fellow- 
ship and tutorship at Oxford enabled me to retreat in good order. 
Fifteen years there passed very happily, and just when I was 
beginning to be rather tired of life in college rooms, my friend, 
Canon Henson, afterwards Bishop of Durham, gave me the West 
End living of All Saints, Ennismore Gardens. This change coincided 
with the greatest blessing that I have ever received — a perfect 
marriage. I do not think it is in bad taste to emphasize this, for 
I am asked to say what life has taught me. And this is the chief 
thing that I have learnt — that not only is a happy marriage the 
best thing in human life, but that love differs not only in degree 
but in kind from all other gifts of God. When St. John says “he 
that loveth not knoweth not God, for God is love,” he expresses 
in the simplest language a profound truth, that love admits us 
into the heart of reality in a way that nothing else does. God 
reveals himself to us as perfect Goodness, Truth and Beauty. 
But these ultimate values, as we now call them, are like the Platonic 
Forms. They belong to the spiritual world, to which we have 
access by symbols, as in a mirror, as St. Paul says. In love God 
gives us himself, imperfectly but by direct communication. This 
truth is beautifully stated by St. Bernard of Clairvaux, who as 
might be expected applies it only to the love of God. But St. 
John warns us that he who loves not his brother whom he hath 
seen can hardly love God whom he hath not seen. 

In addressing a bride and bridegroom at the altar I have often 
recited the sublime sonnet of Shakespeare,* beginning “Let me not 
to the marriage of true minds admit impediments,” one of the 
finest things that even he ever wrote. We must not be afraid of 
speaking out on this subject. The foul sin of adultery is not only 
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increasingly practised but shamelessly condoned, especially by the 
upper class who ought to set a good example. There has been a 
lamentable ^falling off in public morality im the last fifty years. 

Next to the supreme happiness and blessing of married love I 
should put the joys of parenthood. Our five children have brought 
us unmixed pleasure. But die two youngest have been taken from 
us. Our litdc daughter, one of God’s saints if there ever was one, 
died at the Deanery after a long illness. I commemorated her in 
a short memoir which I know has helped to comfort very many 
who have had to bear the same sorrow. Our youngest son, 
educated at Eton and Magdalene College, Cambridge, after 
stroking his college boat at Henley, was ordained, and won all 
hearts in a Yorkshire curacy. He would have had a great career 
in the Church. I often thought of Hector in Homer taking the 
baby Astyanax in his arms and saying, **Some day people will 
say, this man is much better than his father.” But it was not 
to be. When the war broke out he thought it his duty to enlist 
in the Air Force. He was appointed an instructor, with the 
dangerous duty of teaching novices to fly. There was a forced 
landing. Richard was seen walking away from the plane, and 
then turning back. The plane was on fire, and no doubt he hoped 
to rescue his companion. Both were suffocated. 

We must beware of wishful thinking about another hfe. We 
can only picture it in terms of time and place. But if we beheve 
that our Saviour “brought life and immortaHty to fight,” I think 
we may be assured that death is not what it seems to be. We 
may agree with the Quaker, William Penn : “They that love 
beyond the world cannot be separated by it. Death cannot kill 
what never dies, nor can spirits ever be divided that love and 
five in the same divine principle. They must needs be present 
that love and five in that which is omnipresent. In the divine 
glass they see face to face, and their converse is free as well as 
pure.” 

After less than three years in London I became, in 1907, Lady 
Margaret Professor of Divinity at Cambridge, where I was very 
happy, and expected to remain there till the end of my working 
life. But in 1911 the Crown, through Mr. Asquith, offered me, 
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REFLBCnONS ON EXTREMB OLD AGB 

to my intense surprise, the Deanery of St. Paul’s, and I thought I 
ought to accept it. 

I will say very htdc here of my twenty-three years as Dean, 
which occupy the greater part of my Uttle book of reminiscences. 
It was a very full and active life. Thanks partly, perhaps, to the 
newspapers, which chose to regard me as “good copy,” a shy 
recluse became first a notoriety and then almost a celebrity. I 
was in great request as a preacher and lecturer, and my books 
had a large sale. The Prime Minister, when he appointed me, 
said that he hoped I would revive the traditions of die Deanery 
as the most scholarly post in the Church of England — ^he was 
thinking of such famous Deans as Colet, Donne, Tillotson, Milman, 
Mansel and Church. I believe I did my little best to follow in 
the footsteps of those great men ; it is not for me to judge how 
far I succeeded. Nor need I say much of the thirteen years which 
I have spent in retirement in a Berkshire village. Extreme old 
age is a strange experience. I do not feel things very deeply. 
Weeks and months ghde by almost as in a dream. I do not find 
much to pray about, since the world. the flesh and the devil are 
only memories, and ifi this hfcm^c is nothing to hope and not 
mucETtolear. I can only commend my dear ones and my unhappy 
country into God’s hands. The gradual loosening of the ties 
that bound me to life does not trouble me much. I do not lament 
like the Greek love-poet, Mimnermus, who prayed that he might 
die at sixty, nor like Horace, who seems to have aged very pre- 
maturely, that all his pleasures were being taken from him one 
by one. Tennyson’s Ancient Sage says rather cruelly : — 

The years that made the stripling wise 
Undo their work again, 

And leave him blind in heart and eyes 
The last and least of men. 

We may hope to be spared this humiUation, though we can hardly 
hope, with Sir Thomas Overbury, to “feel our old age rather by 
the strength of our soul than by the weakness of our body.” I 
am not unhappy ; peace after a strenuous life is welcome, and if 
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Christianity is true, Lewis Nctdcship was right in saying, “Death 
does not count.” Our Lord, according to the Fourth Gospel, 
said, “He that liveth and believeth on me shall never die.” 

I ought to say something about the course of my religious 
opinions, for a man’s real religion, which often differs from his 
professed creed, is what life has taught him. My parents, living 
in the depths of the country, were rather belated adherents of the 
old Tractarians, disciples of Pusey and Keble. It is an almost 
extinct type. They took no interest whatever in ecclesiastical 
millinery and fancy ritual, nor did they multiply church services. 
They beUeved in the verbal inspiration of Scripture, and very 
fervently in the unhistorical doctrine of apostolical succession. 
They were puritanical, spending very Htde on themselves, though 
generous in their charities. Sunday was observed severely ; no 
games or secular reading were allowed. For some odd reason 
the reading of novels vrith “yellow backs” was discouraged. Even 
Dickens and Thackeray were not put into our hands, though 
Shakespeare and Walter Scott were read aloud to us. It was a 
good education, with some queer inhibitions. 

I soon began to rebel, and my mother, I fear, never quite forgave 
me. She was not at all pleased at my promotion in the Church. 
A Broad Churchman was quite outside the pale. But I did not 
begin to think much about theological problems till I became an 
Oxford don. At Eton we were not encouraged to think that 
life has many problems, and as an undergraduate I was too busy 
in circumventing the “riddling Sphinx,” the university examiners. 
But at Oxford even a “Mods” tutor must be a philosopher. 

The “conflict between religion and science,” of which so much 
was heard in the last century, was conducted on both sides with 
what now seems amazing crudity. Orthodoxy reUed mainly on 
the traditional argxaments from prophecy and miracle. There is 
no reason to think that any human beings have been endowed 
with the gift of foretelling the future. Christ himself avowed 
his ignorance of the time of the expected “Day of the Lord.” 
Examination of alleged fulfilments of prophecy reveals three expe- 
dients. Either the prophecies were delivered after the event, or 
they were twisted, to suit the event, into a meaning which they 


6 



SCEBNCB AND RELIGION 


never had, or thirdly the event was invented to match the prophecy. 
This third method is almost certainly discernible in the Gospels. 
The birth at Bethlehem, the massacre of the innocents, and the 
flight into Egypt are probable examples. The earliest anti-Jewish 
Christian apologetic made great use of the argument from prophecy. 

As for miracle, in the proper sense of a suspension of the natural 
order by the direct action of God, the traditional insistence upon 
it is not merely a desire to establish the factual occurrence of certain 
miraculous events in the past, for these, taken in isolation, do not 
prove anything of vital importance for religion. What Goethe 
means when he says that miracle is faith’s dearest child is that 
men wish to be delivered from the rigid, meaningless and un- 
spiritual rule of natural law. Special providences and answers to 
prayer are for many an integral part of their faith. The efficacy 
of prayer, it was suggested on the other side, may be tested mathe- 
matically in the same way as telepathy has recently been tested — 
some say proved — in the United States and in this country. The 
indignant repudiation of this experiment masked a complete want 
of confidence in the result of the trial. A God who “does nothing,” 
it was felt, was either non-existent or a mere personification of 
natural law. 

On the side of science the controversy was conducted with at 
least equal shallowness. Although the Victorian scientists disclaimed 
the name of materialists, they interpreted the world by mechanical 
and quantitative categories, and by disregarding what Bismarck 
called the imponderables, the whole realm of values, they arrived 
at what they hoped was a coherent and closed system. What they 
wrongly called the law of causahty was really a law of unbroken 
continuity. The perfect science was mathematics, the clearest and 
emptiest of mental disciplines, which eliminates time, and will, of 
which time is the form, and makes every process reversible. It is 
not correct to say that they gave us facts without values, for truth 
is an absolute value, but they ignored the other ultimate values. 
They shut their eyes to the second law of thermodynamics, accord- 
ing to which the whole universe is running down irreversibly like 
a clock. They fell easy victims to the great superstition of the 
century, the supposed law of ineluctable progress. As for religion 
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and idealism, Herbert Spencer claimed the knowable for science, 
and left the unknowable to reUgion. Leslie Stephen went a step 
further, rand spoke of reaHties and dreams. The whole realm of 
values floated inefiectively like a mist over the real world of stars 
and atoms. Nevertheless, they had a strong case against super- 
naturahsm, which claimed for miracle exactly that kind of actuality 
which science cannot allow it. If, as I said, an epidemic of 
cholera may be caused either by an infected water supply or by 
the blasphemies of an infidel mayor, there is an end of natural 
science. 

Dogmatic materialism and materialistic dogmatism arc brothers, 
like Cain and Abel. Their day is over ; both have crumbled 
from witliin. When* I turned my attention to what William 
James called religious experience, and what used to be called the 
inner hght or the testimony of the Holy Spirit, and resolved to 
devote myself to the study of the mystics and Platonists, I was 
only one of many who were embarking on the same quest. This 
is indeed the true foundation of faith. The testimony of the saints 
is decided, coherent, and almost unanimous. Those who have 
given all they have to find the pearl of great price have not come 
away empty handed. They have not all been Christians. The 
greatest of philosophical mystics, the third century Neoplatonist 
Plotinus, was a pagan. We are now beginning to realize that the 
Indians have sometliing to teach us. It is a wise saying that both 
Christianity and Buddhism have suffered by their isolation from 
each other. Personally, I have had only faint glimmerings of the 
mystical vision ; I have not earned anything more. But, as I 
have said, if a dozen honest men tell me that they have cHmbed 
the Matterhorn, I am satisfied that the summit of that moimtain 
is accessible, though I cannot hope to get there myself. 

Christianity, as St. Augustine saw, is Platonism plus the all- 
important doctrine of the Incarnation. Almost all philosophies 
have offered to make man invulnerable. Christianity does not. 
God is love, and love often hurts. “God so loved the world that 
He gave His Son.“ Vicarious suffering, not vicarious punishment, 
is a law of Ufc, to which all who arc wiUing to follow their Divine 
Master are called. No Cross no Crown is the title of William Penn's 
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best-known work. It will be seen that I think the Quakers have 
undoubtedly got the root of the matter in them. 

On the Person of Christ my views have changed slightly. I 
was at one time much impressed by Seeley's Ecce Homo^ Hamack's 
lectures on “What is Christianity?” and the writing of other 
German Protestants. I preached a furious university sermon 
against Loisy's words that we have to acknowledge “comme deux 
Christs,” “the Galilean peasant of Hmited inteUigence,” and the 
object of the Church’s worship. I am still convinced that the faith 
of the Apostles, which survived the crucifixion, can only be 
accounted for by the overwhelming impression which their 
Master made upon them while He was with them. “Never man 
spake like this man.” Whatever view we take of the post-resur- 
rection appearances, they would not have carried conviction and 
altered the whole hves of those who saw them, if Jesus had been 
such a one as Loisy supposes. The beUef in the approaching 
“Parousia” was, in my opinion, a rationalization of an intense 
spiritual exaltation which men could not explain otherwise than 
as a great hope in a near future. Do we not see among ourselves 
visions of “a good time coming,” which have not been extinguished 
by the fact that a very bad time has come? 

But I have come to see that there is a danger in what has been 
called Jesus worship. St. Paul’s words about no longer knowing 
Christ after the flesh have been too often explained away. St. 
Paul’s own faith, so lamentably misunderstood by Martin Luther, 
was a Christ-mysticism, and the Christ who since his conversion 
had taken the place of the “old man” whom he had known, was 
“a quickening Spirit.” The Christ of the Christian’s worship is 
“He who is alive and was dead, and behold He is aUve forevermore” 
— ahve and “with us aU the days, even to the end of the world.” 

I am more and more convinced that St. Paul’s tripartite division 
of human nature into bo dy, sou l and j^irit is psychologically true. 
We live mainly on the psychical level, and the soul is an “amphi- 
bious” entity, having affinities with what is above, and what is 
below itself. Our inner life should be a progressive transformation 
of soul into spirit. Spirit is the divine part of our nature, potentially 
but not actually ourselves. I think ^at modem philosophy since 
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Descartes and Leibnitz has tended to overemphasize the idea of 
personaUty as something fixed and permanent. We do not beUeve 
in the ateorption of personaUty in an impersonal Absolute ; the 
‘‘I and Thou” relationship remains to the end, otherwise love 
and worship would cease ; but we do look forward to a trans- 
formation which St. Paul says is nothing less than the “death” of 
the “old man” and the “renewal” of ourselves into a being who 
“after God is created in righteousness and true hoUness.” 

This is the explanation of the necessity of symboUsm in reUgion. 
While on earth we can see only “as in a mirror by means of 
symbols,” and in passing, as we do every day, from the visible 
to the invisible, from time to eternity, from appearance to reaUty, 
we can hardly avoid intercalating our attempts to see the invisible 
into the world of space and time which we now inhabit. In one 
of my more successful after-dinner speeches, to the Worshipful 
Company of Spectacle Makers, I said that we clergy are spectacle 
makers, whose job it is to help people with every degree of myopia 
to see the invisible — a difficult business. If I am right, the less wc 
talk about obscurantism and heresy, the better. All eschatology — 
doctrines about “the four last things” — must be frankly symboUcal. 
Our Lord revealed nothing about it except in parables — “without 
a parable spake He not unto them” — and in language borrowed 
from the current beUefs of His time. His only argument against 
the Sadducees was “God is not the God of the dead but of the 
hving, for all hve unto Him,” words which St. Augustine echoes 
very beautifully : ''Quod Deo non perit sibi non perit,** I am not 
disposed to go much beyond this, but we may allow our imagina- 
tion some freedom. 

My chief interest has been in reUgion and philosophy, and I have 
allowed these subjects to take up most of my space. But of course, 
I have had other interests too. Under popular governments it is 
not only the right but the duty of every citizen to make up his 
mind on public affairs, and if he thinks he has anything to say which 
is worth saying, he may try to convince his neighbours that he is 
right. This appHes to the clergy as well as to the laity. But a 
churchman, especially if he holds an official position, must not 
be guilty of the impertinence of speaking in the name of the 
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Church, when he knows that many men who arc as sincere 
Christians as he is, and quite as intelligent, do not agree with 
him. There is a strong and permanent temptation for an 5rganizcd 
rehgious body, especially if it is losing in popularity, to plunge 
into party politics on the winning side. It always comes out badly 
smirched ; for as Lord Acton said in words which are now often 
quoted,_^ower lendstocpj^^ Church of England, in 

consequence of its^pnvileged position, has been fairly free from 
this temptation ; there is no Church vote. But the ambitious 
ecclesiastic is always with us, and he knows, to use a vulgar phrase, 
on which side his bread is buttered. 

My parents were of course Conservatives ; the association of 
the High Church party with Socialism began with Gore and 
Scott Holland. They only admitted regretfully that “Mr. Gladstone 
is a better churchman than Mr. Disraeli.’’ For myself, it amuses 
me to remember that even as late as the Boer War I was a Tory 
imperialist of the school of Rudyard Kipling. That humiliating 
episode disillusioned me and many others. But as the new century 
advanced it became plain that the period of British expansion was 
at an end, and that we must resign ourselves to a period of con- 
traction. All the nations bordering on the Atlantic have passed 
their zenith. Eastward, not westward, as Bishop Berkeley thought, 
the course of empire takes its way. I remember Lord Haldane 
saying during the first World War, “The Germans could have 
got all they wanted if they had kept the peace.” They have 
twice thrown away the prize which was in their hands, and the 
day of the Slavs has come. The future belongs to nations with 
a larger area, a lower standard of living, and a greater aptitude for 
hard work than ourselves or the French. 

As far as I can see, we are faced with three dangers. First, there 
is the inevitable result of universal suffrage, the certainty that 
politics will degenerate into an auction of the worldly goods of 
the unrepresented minority. I say unrepresented, for though 
numerically the professional and business class is perhaps entided 
to a hundred seats, there is hardly a constituency, except the City 
of London and the Universities, in which they can return a member 
pledged to support their interests. The demoralization of the 
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wage-earners has akcady gone so far that no nation in the world 
welcomes the British working man. 

Next, chere is the growtli of bureaucracy, greatly stimulated by 
the two wars. In order to defeat Fascism we have had to fascisc 
ourselves. Worship of the State is the worst kind of idolatry. 
Hitherto, we in England have given great power to society, but 
not to the State. Now the State is encroaching everywhere. As 
poor Laberius said when Julius Caesar compelled him to act in 
one of his own mimes, “Porro, Quirites! Libertatem perdimusJ* 

Third, the new inventions, including the atomic bomb, have 
dangerously increased the power of governments, whether they 
are despotic or democratic. The mob is no longer to be feared. 
We have seen in Russia and in Germany how helpless the people 
are against a government which has violated all the laws of justice 
and humanity. We say sometimes, “Such things could not happen 
here.** Well, perhaps not ; but the danger exists. The middle 
class, which is the chief defender of individual liberty, is being 
everywhere destroyed, and the Liberal Party, once so proud and 
confident, is in a pitiable position. In my young days the Liberals 
used to call the Conservatives the stupid party. They were com- 
placendy cutting their own throats by advocating extensions of 
the franchise. Gladstone once said in conversation: “Depend upon 
it, sir, if Socialism ever gets a footing in this country, it will be 
the work of the Tory Party.’* This was Herbert Spencer’s opinion, 
who called Socialism the new Toryism. But it was really the 
result of Liberal policy. “Peace, retrenchment, and hberty.** They 
are bourgeois ideas, we are now told. 

I have some hopes that the dethronement of Mammon, who 
has no longer any prizes to offer, may be a good thing for what 
used to be called the privileged classes. They arc, I think, setting 
a good example. Unless it is more rotten than I hope ours is, the 
body politic generates anti-toxins as well as toxins. Almost every- 
thing depends on abolishing the supreme curse of war, and I 
cannot believe that this is impossible. St. Bernard says, **Habet 
tnundus noctes suas et non paucas** We may be at the beginning 
of another dark age ; but where there is hope there is life, and 
the West has not given up hope. We have passed through the 
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greatest calamity that has ever befallen the human race, but every 
challenge, unless it is absolutely crushing, evokes a response, and 
we have shown that we can stand severe punishment without 
flinching. 

Well, let this suffice. Life has taught me, I suppose, what I was 
capable of learning. I have not been ambitious, and I have never 
said or written anything dishonest in order to please anybody. 
People call me a reactionary ; but a reactionary has enough spirit 
to be a rebel. It is the progressive who floats with the stream Uke 
a dead dog, and Heks the hand of his master like a Hve one. The 
parrot-cries of today are the echo of the dreams of the day before 
yesterday. There is nothing so reactionary as being up to date. I 
hope my honesty will stand to my credit, however Uttle good I 
have been able to do to my countrymen. 
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Born in Somerset, became Assistant Secretary of Shop 
Assistants' Union in 1898 and rose to be the Chairman of 
the T,U,C, in 1923. Entered Parliament in the same 
year and in 1929 as Minister of Labour under Ramsay 
MacDonald became the first woman to achieve Cabinet rank. 


M y life has been nomadic — full of incidents and experi- 
ences; herein are set down a few of those decisions and 
events at the turn of the century, which built foundations 
and taught me lessons of hfe-long value. The extent to which I 
have succeeded in blazing a good trail is due to these countless 
influences and events which shaped my course. The decisive factors 
arc not the big moments but the small everyday matters of choice. 

I am glad I was bom in Somersetshire — where children inherit 
the desire to leave home and see the world as soon as they get the 
chance. 

For five years I was the youngest of a family of ten, most of 
whom had already “gone out,’’ so two youngest brothers, too 
young for school, did thoroughly attend to my education. If they 
went to fetch the cows for milking, so did I, often fastened in an 
old three-wheeled pram. Following these boys around made me 
familiar with the use of gardening tools, pigs' swill, weeding out 
carrots, helping to gather fruit and vegetables, and watching my 
mother at the chum, the wash tub and the ironing board. 

My youngest brother, Frank, was a bom naturalist: we watched 
the ever-changing countryside — the first flowers in the hedgerows. 
He could imitate the birds and identify all life in the meadow and 
copse. 

We had roUicking games; vdth me fastened in the old pram 
they would send it rattling down the hill, racing after and catching 
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it before it plunged into a deep ditch. Sometimes I was allowed 
to “field” when the boys were practising at the wickets. Always 
I have been glad to have had the healthy companionship* of these 
two boys at the beginning of life. 

From mother we learned a fine code of conduct; with even- 
handed justice she required us to tell no lies, nor sneak, to play 
fair and enjoy life; she had a lovely sense of humour. In our almost 
self-contained homestead every child in turn shared the allotted 
tasks. 

At five years of age my pilgrimage began. My parents were 
surprised by the coming of an eleventh child — a girl. I was sent 
to my maternal grandmother, widow of a Congregational Minister 
at Middle Lambrook; the Manse had been turned into a boarding 
school. The teachers were my eldest sister, Annie, and an aunt 
who was deaf. The most exciting event of my stay there was 
when my stately grandmother allowed me to brush her lovely 
white hair which cascaded down her back — she, too, was deaf, so 
we did not talk. These relations were all strangers to me. 

I accepted this change of environment with interest. For the 
first time I was with other girls — with the adults all too busy to 
spare time for me. I much preferred my brothers’ games and fim. 
I must have been nearly six when an illness from which it was 
thought I could not recover affected my memory. 

The next clear recollection is of being at Stembridge for a few 
months in care of yet another stranger sister, a schoolmistress who 
hved at the school house — she, too, was busy and also socially 
inclined; she must have found me a severe handicap. I learned 
nothing I remember at this school, but passively soaked up impres- 
sions of a lot of little girls sitting on forms, one of whom had lovely 
golden-brown curls. I longed for curls! My hair was black and 
a mop, its one advantage after I had returned to my home was 
that, like my brothers, I could put my head under the pump for a 
shower and shake it like a dog on the way to school. I returned 
to a strange home, with the new fretful baby sister, Kate — the two 
brothers going off to school — an older brother, Allan, whom I had 
seen sometimes rushing off to work. 

I became aware that we were a scattered family; Allan in Taunton 
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and Herbert in London, Henry going as a missionary to China, 
Ernest planning to go to South Africa, John editing a paper 
in Brighton. The only ones with whom I felt a personal relation 
were my mother, Frank and Ernest. I had become uprooted. 
After a few months at home, with a label sewn to my coat, I 
travelled in care of the guard from Chard to Brighton, to my 
sister Annie, who with aunt had moved from Lambrook to keep 
house for John. Tragically John died almost before they had 
settled in. I went to school there for a year, during which my 
sister took me to see lolanthe, the greatest experience of my young 
life; it shook me out of the passive state of acceptance — it dwarfed 
all previous dehghts — it was a new world. In those days, this sort 
of entertainment was an annual affair — and before the next became 
due I was returned home, this time really to go to school. I had 
lessons in music and deportment! Every day Frank and I walked 
about one and a half miles each way. That pleased me and he 
continued my real education. I was good at reading — fairly bad at 
everything else. In music I could play simple pieces, and my 
brother Ernest’s accompaniment to voice and piccolo. Frank, too, 
had a good voice, but he preferred choir singing in which he could 
slide from tenor to bass, or alto or treble in the several parts. 
Ernest hked to rouse my temper when he wanted me at the piano. 
He said I always played better when annoyed — yet I could never 
refuse to play for him, even when he picked me up, as one would 
a kitten, and laid me out on the top of the privet hedge — then 
brought me to the piano stool and in the most cordial tones would 
say “Ready now Meg,” my pride and temper dissolved in laughter. 
My first bitter grief was his death in South Africa during the Boer 
War. 

It was in my eighth year that my father — after sixty years of 
faithful service in a lace factory, which he entered at the age of 
nine — was dismissed with a week’s notice: I did not know him as 
the older children did. For them he was a great companion, but 
he was too old to be interested in my immaturity. One day, 
walking hand in hand, I said to him: “Look father — the train!’’ 
It was still a novelty which once a day passed up and down near 
our house; with his eyes still fixed on the road he replied: “Child, 
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you will live to sec men flying in the air and it will be such a 
common sight you will not lift your head to look at them.” 

That prophecy was fulfilled in 1915, but in 1881 it sccAied un- 
behevable. I learnt later of the part he had played with Stringfcllow 
and Henson in 1835-1865 in building the plane which laid down 
the principles of flight. He taught himself geology, astronomy, 
electricity. He made his contribution to the Reform Bill agitation 
in the 1830s and to the Repeal of the Com Laws in the 1840s. 
He was a father to be proud of. I knew him only in his bitter 
hours of wounded pride and a sense of injustice inflicted on all the 
old men of the factory staff when the factory changed hands. 
Foreman and lace designer, he invented new designs for the Jaquard 
looms and many other inventions he gave to the firm without 
thought of reward. That “week's notice” planted in me the seeds 
of revolt. 

We never knew poverty as the townsfolk knew it; we always 
had enough of good food from our own supplies, but for my 
mother the burden was great. Her pride of independence, such 
that the children — grown up and self supporting, had to be tactful 
about any help they offered. Her ruling principle was if you can't 
pay cash, go without. I have followed that principle throughout 
life. 

I finished my schooling at the Chard Board School. Geography 
was not taught to girls and only headlines of history; we learnt 
knitting, sewing and cutting-out, writing, reciting, grammar and 
arithmetic. I had no need to learn to read. I read everything in 
print that came my way. At the age of thirteen I was in charge of a 
class of forty-eight infants in the boys' school, of whom thirty- 
eight passed in reading, writing and arithmetic. No one was more 
surprised than myself at this result, as in retrospect the classroom, 
to me, seemed like a continuous bedlam. 

I spent the hoHday with Annie in Brighton; her friend, Mrs. 
White offered me a place on the staff of her small shop in Hove. 
I did not want to train as teacher and this offer seemed to open a 
speedier way to independence, so I became apprenticed for three 
years to “lakes' outfitting.” 

Mrs. White's was not an ordinary shop; the counter trade was 
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very small. She had a large Anglo-Indian connection and sent 
layettes and trousseaux to Calcutta, Simla and many other places 
in the Ekst. She would buy from the wholesale good plain gar- 
ments, which we made distinctive with smocking, embroidery or 
lace; a real old family business. I sat by the window encircled by 
a passion-flower vine. Incidentally, India became ahve, as did 
Africa and China — as places where people Hved whose Hves touched 
mine and I learnt some more geography — ^in the way I had learnt 
about Middle Lambrook, Stembridge and Brighton and Chard 
schools, mainly through timetables and shop dispatches. 

At Mrs. Whitens I first saw death. Her husband was an old man 
in his dotage and when he died she asked me if I would share a 
watch while she rested; she took me to his room flooded in sun- 
shine and with many flowers. His face was peaceful and very 
beautiful. “You see, my dear,** she said, “I lost my companion 
and husband when he lost his mind and I am glad his poor old 
body is at rest. It is no occasion for mourning.** I watched for 
two hours. I felt happy to have had this rich experience which 
robbed death of its terrors for me. 

Here I record with gratitude an influence which helped me when 
I was sixteen years of age. I had heard only the usual smudgy 
inaccuracies about sex that most children of my generation picked 
up from each other, all mixed up with a sense of shame. It was 
fortunate for me that a cultured woman discovered my state of 
mind and set herself to weed out the unwholesome patch and plant 
instead a clean, sane knowledge, both biological and social, on this 
question. 

Mrs. White retired from business as my apprenticeship expired. 
I Was not in the least prepared for shop Hfe in general. My next 
job was in an Emporium, a huge place in Brighton, with many 
departments and hundreds of assistants, buyers and what not. 

My sister was an ardent worker at Clifton Road Church. We 
were both in the choir and at sixteen I joined the Church as a 
matter of course, attended its services and prayer meetings. For 
three years life was divided into six days of hard work under 
horrible conditions and Sundays with my relations. It was a time 
of incubation. There came a day when I determined to break with 
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Brighton. I consulted no one and made the move in the slack 
season, a sharp sudden decision and a blunder for which I paid 
dearly. By rigid economy I had saved five pounds, whidi to me 
seemed great wealth, but the material side of life did not worry 
me then. I had reached a stage in the pilgrimage when I must 
travel alone. Religion had become something personal, to be 
accepted or rejected; at home it was like the air, it permeated our 
lives but was not discussed — was experiencing the first shock in 
the realization of hypocrisy in commercialized religion — to which 
I applied the harsh judgments of the very young. I could no 
longer passively accept contemporary opinion on business morality 
and the visible sign of my protest was this move to London. It 
was a turning point in my career, but for which I might have become 
a successful business woman! 

For the next three months I was nearer to starvation than at 
any time before or since. I learned the bitterness of a hopeless 
search for work. No labour exchanges, or unemployment benefit. 
I had introductions to a few of the well-known commercial 
travellers, and they showed goodwill, but by the time I had raced 
(on a horse bus!) from the warehouse to the address given the job 
was filled. 

At last I got work in Tottenham Court Road. I still think of 
the line: “There is a Providence which shapes our end, rough hew 
them as we may,” when memory roves over that period. 

I had arranged a transfer from Clifton Road to King’s Weigh 
House Church, and had personal introductions to Dr. and Mrs. 
Murrey. They were interested in a new club for shopworkers 
opened in Tottenham Court Road, and through their introduction 
I became a member, and found friends among stimulating and 
exciting people. We had a “St. Pancras Parliament.” I became 
Member for Taunton. We were discussing the new plan to trans- 
form the old ecclesiastical vestries into borough councils with a 
mayor, aldermen and coimcillors, with roheSj as that, the promoters 
said, will help to reconcile the vestrymen to the changing method 
of government while still giving even better pageantry. 

R. C. Phillimore, G. B. Shaw, the Webbs, Lucy Fitzpatrick, 
afterwards^Mrs. Phillimore, were all working on the bill carried into 
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law. I remember most gratefully how they encouraged my interest 
in this strange new club life, where one could have physical drill, 
poetry Classes, ethical discussions, dances and fun, all within five 
minutes' walk of my shop. Bernard Shaw was elected to the new 
St. Pancras Borough Council and one of the first of his reforms 
was to establish in the borough municipal lavatories for women. 
We at the club rejoiced at this reform, but my room-mates, living 
in, thought it not quite nice to talk about. 

These same room-mates thought it most improper of me to 
wear knickers instead of three layers of petticoats, and suspenders 
instead of corsets. At the club I made life-long friends, notably 
Claire James, the drill instructor, famous now for her work on 
Canvey Island, who took me to her adopted home with Mrs. 
Amie Hicks. It became my adopted home on Sundays. 

An apparently trivial thing opened the door to new adventures. 
Being hungry one night I bought “a penn'oth of fish and a ha’poth 
of chips," that great standby of the very poor. It was wrapped in 
a bit of newspaper which I read while munching the food sauntering 
around Fitzroy Square. It contained a letter from James Maepherson, 
Secretary of the National Union of Shop Assistants, Warehousemen 
and Clerks, urging all shop workers to join up and fight for better 
conditions in their trade. My conversion was instantaneous and 
for three years my scanty leisure was given to my union. We had 
about six campaigns running, viz.: For more wages, against fines 
and deductions, against the living-in system, against secret refer- 
ences, against radius agreements, above all, for more leisure. Ah! 
they were splendid days! 

To me at that time the denial of privacy was my greatest trial. 
I was enrolled in the company of pioneers in what was generally 
regarded as a forlorn hope — our union numbered 2,500 out of a 
possible million. Joseph Chamberlain had said shop workers would 
never organize — but we had faith. 

My hours of work were from 7.30 a.m. to 8.30 or 9 p.m. with 
three breaks for breakfast, dinner and tea. Supper was served 
after the shop closed. My wage: ^25 per annum paid monthly. 
A rush at closing time to get to the union branch meeting usually 
meant a fish and chip supper out of the scanty wage; often, too, 
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a rush to get back again before one got locked out at 10.30 p.m. — 
lights out at 11 p.m. We slept four in a room. 

Under the pen name of Grace Dare I was enlisted to wMte for 
the union journal. Waiting till my room-mates were asleep, with 
a towel draped over a chair to hide the halfpenny dip, I wrestled 
with words far into the small hours to deliver my monthly article. 
If my room-mates knew what I was doing they never reported me. 

The intimate disclosures my shopmates impressed upon me 
revealed their determination to “get out of the trap*’ of shop life, 
and the most respectable way was by marriage. They were frank 
about this man-hunt, which so disgusted me that I decided it was 
not going to be my way out of the trap. In 1896 the Women s 
Industrial Council decided to make an investigation into conditions 
of shop life, and I eagerly accepted their invitation to be the 
investigator under a substantial guarantee. It meant the more 
successful my work the more certain I should not be able to return 
to the distributive trade. I enjoyed the spice of danger ; this was 
my way out of the trap. 

The investigation lasted two years, and formed the basis of 
evidence submitted to the Departmental Commission and of a 
series of articles in the Daily Chronicle by Vaughan Nash. By 1908 
public opinion, together with the constant campaigning of the 
union, had got the worst evils mitigated ; the living-in system 
ceased to be a compulsory condition of employment. My work 
as investigator also led in 1898 to my appointment as a full-time 
oflScial of my union. 

During the ten years of service in that capacity I had an intensive 
education such as few people have known. A vast indulgence 
in reading and access to books included those of the Webbs, Shaw, 
William Morris, John Bains Reade and Winwood Reade, detective 
and cowboy stories — ^Walt Whitman, Browning, Tennyson and 
the Fabian Tracts — ^Tolstoy, the Hammonds, Ae Brdntcs, Jane 
Austen. Members of the union included H. G. Wells, W. C. 
Anderson, J. J. Mallon, Mary Macarthur, T. Spencer Jones and 
dozens of others since distinguished for high public service. As 
member, of first the S.D.F. and later of the I.L.P. I worked with 
Hyndman, Keir Hardie, G. B. Shaw, Bruce and Katherine Glasier, 
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Mrs. Dcspard, Enid Stacey, Blatchford, Annie Besant. I learnt from 
all of them and became a Socialist. We lobbied for a succession 
of Bills pioneered by Sir Charles Dilke. My union appointed me 
to represent it on the Women’s Trade Union League, whose 
chairman was Lady Dilke, and on whose executive were also 
Arthur Henderson, David Shackleton, Gertrude Tuckwell, Juha 
Varley, Sophie Sanger and others helping practically in the organ- 
ization of women in all trades. The union nominated me for the 
Trade Unions Congress Parliamentary Committee (now called 
General Council) and generally urged me into the front ranks of 
trade union leaders. 

Under the chairmanship of Keir Hardie and with Jimmy Maxton, 
Margaret Macmillan, Dick Wallhead and other notable Socialists, 
I served on the I.L.P. National Administrative Council. We also 
took part as members in the Women’s Co-operative Guild cam- 
paigns under the leadership of Margaret Llewlyn Davies. 

I was in at the birth of the Labour Party in 1898 when it was 
decided at the Plymouth Trades Union Congress to set up the 
Labour Representation Committee. I remember with gratitude 
the help and guidance given me so freely by all these great com- 
panions who gave me an international oudook. What a decade! 
What a school! I learnt about people — but there was more to 
learn. 

My Sundays were the heaviest work days. Quite early in this 
decade most of the union executive meetings were held on Sundays 
— ^an all-day sitting with two nights of travelling for provincial 
members. To me they were heroes to give up their leisure in this 
voluntary service to the union. 

One Sunday a deacon of my church said he had missed me 
from the choir. I told him I had attended my trade union branch 
meeting and at least once a month my absence would recur. He 
was genuinely shocked and said in effect that such conduct was 
incompatible with church membership. I was shocked at this, for 
I felt God was with us ; the choice was made and I did not join 
a church again for nearly twenty years. 

This decision did not disturb my faith in the reality of i^eligion 
or in the existence of God. It did, however, bring me into a whole 
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series of new reladonships — a new world of surging economic and 
political controversy. In trade union and political work I have 
been spared the pain of indecision and have hardly ever felt the 
impulse to turn away from larger responsibilities, because the road 
I travelled just naturally led into wider fields of service ; of course 
this illustrates my own limitations of which I am very conscious. 
The valuable qualities of curiosity, criticism and introspection are 
almost entirely lacking ; I have a natural inclination for teamwork, 
so that, when, for example, I am asked if I felt nervous on becoming 
a Cabinet Minister, I can truthfully say “No,** because it presented 
itself as only another and rather wider aspect of the work I had 
been doing for thirty years, and largely with the same team. 

I can only plead that to forget oneself, not to be too critical of 
others, does give one a chance to do a job of work with whole 
heart and undivided attention, and that in itself brings deep satis- 
faction. 

Then came another sudden decision. My effective work for 
the union was done — and it was necessary for me to broaden out. 
My services were in great demand as a lecturer from all aspects of 
the triple movement. I resigned as officer of the union and became 
a free lance. Since leaving home I had no real home life or domestic 
experience. Now I was to learn about that aspect of the workcr*s 
life from the inside. 

At that period paid lecturers for the movement depended upon 
hospitality, and while I often had most comfortable quarters and a 
considerate hostess, there were many housewives and families whose 
contribution to the movement consisted of entertaining the speaker. 
They gave the best they had; but it was touchingly inadequate 
to sustain the strength of an overworked lecturer leading such a 
rackety life all over the United Kingdom. 

I shared rooms in London with another free-lance lecturer, 
M. M. A. Ward, an adventurous spirit, and when we got an 
inviution from Mrs. Glcndower Evans to come to the U.S.A. we 
were ready to make a break. We had enough to pay for second- 
class fares and hoped to get enough paid lecture work to cover 
expenses of a stay for six months. 

Life had already taught me that change of work gave the finest 
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form of rest. Despite a bad crossing we were ready, when we 
arrived in Boston, for whatever came our way. It came, before 
we finishtd tea, in a telephone invitation to speak that night to a 
big women s club, about two hours’ journey from Boston. Lack 
of space forbids more about that wonderful six months, beyond 
saying that now I look upon America as a second homeland. We 
had adventured through Connecticut, Massachusetts, Maine, New 
York, Tennessee, Georgia and Chicago. We met and loved Jane 
Addams at Hull House, Lillian Wald at Henry Street Settlement, 
Paul Kellog of the Survey. We were able to discuss problems of 
excessive wealth and poverty — the go-getter, the immigrant, the 
Poor White Trash — the negro. 

We sampled the fine hospitality of women’s clubland. We saw 
our country through critici eyes and found we loved her all the 
more — indeed, it was a great adventure and an enrichment of our 
lives. Fees covered our expenses. 

On my return to England I was drawn back into teamwork. 
I was asked to join in the Women’s Co-operative Guild’s Campaign 
for Maternity and Child Welfare, and this brought me into touch 
with some of the best of our people, the artisan mothers and 
housewives. I stayed in hundreds of small houses, and saw much 
of the real heroism and nobility of conduct of these self-respecting 
working women — real home builders ; of their needless suffering 
due to ignorance and the lack of medical and surgical attention, 
of their unselfish neighbourliness, and of their determination to 
get things altered for mothers and babies. 

This experience deepened my reverence for motherhood, and 
strengthened the conviction which I have always had, that, what- 
ever else a woman may do (and I would not bar her from any 
form of service), her highest contribution to civiHzation will be 
in the quality of her motherhood and of the influence with which 
she surrounds the young Hfe. 

All of us who are called to do public work must strive to give 
the home-maker the help she needs from the community and in 
the equipment of her workshop — the home, so that she, too, will 
have her quota of leisure, and exercise her share of civic responsi- 
bility as a well-informed citizen. 
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I have never been able to approach the question of suffrage from 
the standpoint of womens rights. In those early days of struggle, 
in fact, I opposed the idea of a Hmited franeWse on f property 
basis, because it seemed to me that it was tipping the scales against 
the workers by strengthening the pohtical power of the privileged 
classes. I wanted full enfranchisement of all women, largely because 
there was a wide area of public life in which the service of women 
was needed, and in which that service could only be given under 
the obligation of full citizenship. So we formed our small group 
of Adult Suffragists in criticism of the pohey of the larger Suffrage 
movement. We were never strong enough to obstruct their policy, 
but I think we may have performed a useful service in keeping to 
the fore a particular point of view. 

I have been privileged to help in the building up of the three 
great organizations of the workers — the Trade Union Movement, 
the Labour Party, and the Co-operative Movement. I have taken 
part in the campaign for Old Age Pensions and for the break-up of 
the Poor Law ; in the fight for the improvement of the Factory 
Acts ; in the crusade for the abohtion of the Hving-in system, and 
the regulation of hours of work in shops ; to establish Trade 
Boards for the sweated industries ; to develop the Health and 
Unemployment Insurance services and to improve the opportunities 
for the physical and mental development of children. 

I remember the thrills of triumph when, as a result either of 
crusades in the country or df lobbying in the House of Commons, 
we secured even one step toward our objective. All these matters 
sink into their right perspective when one takes a long enough 
view, but on the day when the first women factory inspectors 
were appointed the Women’s Trade Union League Executive 
felt that a new page was added to the history of our country! 
When an Act to estabHsh a legal minimum wage for sweated 
industries was finally put upon the Statute Book, we felt we had 
broken the back of one of the horrors of industrialism. 

The younger generation of today have their own conquests to 
make ; I have no doubt that they are repeating the thrilh which 
we experienced in connection with victories in other spheres, but 
our generation travelled over particularly rough ground where, 
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when a path was made, it was very visible, and certainly made 
travelling easier for those who came after. 

Finally,* let me try to describe the foundation without wliich the 
others here referred to are but temporary props. 

In 1915 another chance conversation led me into the deeps of 
spiritual experience. On two successive Sundays, free from Labour 
meetings, I had sampled two churches. The preacher at each 
church had spoken against some heresy committed by the other ; 
on the way home I met a casual acquaintance to whom I spoke 
scornfully about this exhibition of Christian charity. I was told 
of a series of lectures being given at the King’s Weigh House 
Church. “You’ll find charity there,” said my friend. 

These lectures opened up a new world of adventure, a spiritual 
world — an introduction to the mystery and dynamic force of 
prayer. Unlike other turns in the road of life, this experience was 
of slow growth— full of retreat, of backsliding, to use an old 
evangelical word. I do not think it possible to exaggerate the 
importance of the discoveries I made about life, and the relation of 
the self to the unseen world of tlie Spirit, and yet I find it hard to 
speak about ; these are matters that cannot be taken on trust, 
they must be individually experienced and have no validity other- 
wise. In my case, a course of reading brought to me a sense of the 
quality of service given to the world by people like the Lady Julian 
of Norwich, Catherine of Sienna, the Quaker Saints, Josephine 
Butler, and that great host of dedicated lives. My everyday trade 
union work took on a deeper significance. The doing of ordinary 
everyday things became lit up with that inner light of the Spirit 
which gave one strength and effectiveness ; strength to meet defeat 
with a smile ; to face success with a sense of responsibility ; to be 
willing to do one’s best without thought of reward ; to bear mis- 
representation without giving way to futile bitterness. Saint 
Theresa declared that: “There are only two duties required of us — 
the love of God and the love of our neighbour, and the surest sign 
of discovering whether we observe these duties is the love of our 
neighbour”; and a great scholar has asserted that this love of God 
is not an emotion, although that may be experienced, it is z principle 
of action — it reinforces effort, it demands that we do something, not 
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merely talk or feel sympathetic, weVe got to use the new strength 
or it will break us. 

That is the vital difference between those who drift*with the 
stream, as I did at first, and those who, like the great souls down 
the ages, inspire, revive, and strengthen the corporate Ufe of their 
generation. Most of them are treated by their contemporaries as 
dangerous — and they arc to systems outworn and hampering. 

Another lesson I learned was that the intensity of prayer is not 
measured by time, but by the reality and depth of one’s awareness 
of unity with God. I learned to look on prayer not as a means of 
influencing the Creator in my favour, but as an awareness of the 
presence of God — everywhere. 

I also learned a few helpful ideas about sin. Broadly speaking, 
I learned to recognize sin as the refusal to live up to the enlighten- 
ment we possess. To know the right order of values and deliberately 
to choose the lower ones. To know that, however much these 
values may differ with different people at different stages of spiritual 
growth, for one’s self there must be no compromise with that which 
one knows to be the lower value. 

I learned, too, that to condemn others is a grave mistake, since 
hatred, and even the wrong kind of criticism, is an evil which 
recoils upon its author and poisons every human relationship. 

That docs not mean we should be blind to the weaknesses or 
wickednesses of others, any more than to our own, but that we 
should Icam to look on them as the limitations of birth and circum- 
stance, limitations which it is our duty to help them to rise above. 
In this I have found that example and service arc more helpful than 
advice or preaching. 

It has enabled me to get some little glimpse of the meaning behind 
that great truth — that all the living arc as one, in the Great Life of 
the Universe. 

And it carries with it a deep sense of rest. It gives a meaning to 
life, and a happiness which nothing else can give and no one but 
ourselves can take away. It is a road to be travelled with a shout 
of joy — a most exciting road! 
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Born in 1872 at Trelteck, Monmouthshire. Educated 
privately and at Trinity College, Cambridge. Became 
first known for his work in mathematical logic, but is now 
equally famous as a philosopher, as an educationalist, as a 
writer of popular expositions of science, and for his incursions 
into the realm of politics. A grandson of Lord John Russell, 
he succeeded to the title in 1931. 


W HEN I UNDERTOOK to write on this subject, I 
did not realize how difficult I should find it. Of the 
things which I now believe, some spring from my own 
temperament, some from reading and reasoning, and some from 
experience ; it is only these last that can be said to have been taught 
me by Hfe. But to separate them from the others is a matter of 
hazardous psychological conjecture. 

When I was young, if I had heard of an elderly man writing on 
this subject, I should have had very definite expectations. I should 
have looked for a collection of moralistic platitudes explaining his 
success, such as : “Good habits cannot be acquired too early in life. 
Such modest achievements as may have been mine I attribute to 
early rising, cold baths, abstinence from tobacco, moderation in 
alcohol, but above ail regular work, day in, day out, with occasional 
holidays devoted to healthful exercise in the Alps or on Highland 
grouse moors.” But the splendid certainties of those days are 
gone, and I cannot speak to the yoimg of this time with the same 
hope of imposing on their credulity. 

For my part, a large proportion of my activities has been devoted 
to logic and mathematics, and to the more abstract aspects of the 
empirical world, such as space and time. On such matters life 
has nothing to teach ; on the contrary, it has always seemed to me 
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that the spirit of impartiality and detachment which they demand 
has an important part to play in teaching how life should be lived. 
Perhaps as a result of these pre-occupations I have learnt less from 
life than most old men have ; I have sought rather, in a platonic 
spirit, to mould Hfe to a pattern than to mould the pattern to what 
life would have suggested as the line of least resistance. 

But in saying this I am thinking of my adult life. The pattern 
that has influenced me was, of course, formed by early influences, 
and might have been very different if I had grown up in a different 
environment. The Jesuits used to say that the first seven years are 
decisive ; psycho-analysts sometimes speak as though character 
were determined by what happens to a child during its first three 
years. However that may be, I recognize that, in my own case, 
my character, tastes, and ideals were, in the main, fixed by the 
time I reached the age of sixteen. Of course many things then were 
only in embryo, but the seed had been sown, and could only pro- 
duce a growth of a certain species. 

In practical matters I was brought up in the creed of nineteenth- 
century aristocratic liberalism, involving toleration, democracy, 
freedom of opinion, and respect for the individual. I have never 
seen any reason to abandon any part of this creed, though I have 
been more conscious at some times than at others of its apparent 
or temporary limitations. Until 1914 I shared the optimism which 
then seemed reasonable. Parliamentary institutions were firmly 
established in America and Western Europe ; the German Reichstag 
was a vigorous body which had every prospect of increasing its 
power ; Japan had a Diet, Russia acquired its Duma in 1905, and 
China attempted to adopt democracy in 1912. No reason appeared 
for doubting that all the world, before long, would be governed 
by democratic representative institutions. 

Toleration, equally, seemed assured of victory. The days when 
Bradlaugh had Ijeen prevented from taking his seat were in the 
past ; the vindication of Dreyfus led to a Liberal era in France. 
In Germany, it is true, men who made fun of the Kaiser suffered 
a few months’ imprisonment, but I doubt if there is now any 
country outside Great Britain and the Dominions where the 
penalties for political heresy are as slight as they were in Germany 
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between 1900 and 1914. The intolerance and cruelty of the 
Tsarist government, which shocked enlightened opinion through- 
out the world, was provoking a revolutionary opposition from 
which something infinitely better was to be expected before long. 

There was always the possibility of war, but Hague Confer- 
ences and the Concert of the Powers gave grounds for hope that an 
explosion could be deferred until the probably not distant date 
when tlie Social Democrats acquired control in Germany. And 
surely, in an epoch of sane progress, men could not be so mad as to 
jeopardize everything in the gamble of a world conflict. So I, 
in common with most others of liberal outlook, thought and felt 
in the years before 1914. 

The experience of subsequent years, while it has not changed 
my views as to what would be desirable, has shown that the 
road to the realization of nineteenth-century hopes is much longer 
and more arduous than it had seemed. The forces of obscurantism, 
irrationality, cruelty, and ruthless strife have shown themselves 
(temporarily, we may hope) capable of defeating the movement 
towards ordered progress. A war in defence of freedom, even 
when victorious, inevitably involves the sacrifice of some part 
of what is being fought for. The world in which we find our- 
selves is nearer to the world of Hitler^s dreams than it was before 
1933 ; in this impersonal sense, some part of the victory was his. 
To take only one instance : there is far more anti-Semitism, both 
in England and in America, than there was before Hitlcr^s persecu- 
tion of the Jews began. The First World War, we were told, 
was a war to end war, and for a moment it seemed as if it might 
achieve this object ; but no one dares to maintain that the Second 
World War can have any such outcome. Instead, the menace 
of the atomic bomb suggests the futility of all hopes for the 
immediate future of mankind. 

This gloomy situation may be met in various ways. The 
easiest, and perhaps the most natural, is 
jpr tom orrow we die.” If this attitude is ^ ^ , 

is no'duObl that toiiit^rrow we shall die, and not only we, but 
the whole civilized way of life gradually built up by the Greeks 
and Romans, Christianity and science. Perhaps it is now too 
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late ; perhaps the seeds of death, nourished in the soil of the 
unbridled lust for power which moralists have never succeeded 
in curbing, cannot now be prevented from bearing their dreadful 
fruit ; perhaps the discipUnc of a dark age is necessary before a 
saner civilization can arise. If so, those who say “let us eat and 
drink” are in the right : forethought is folly, and intoxication — 
alcoholic or spiritual — the only possible alleviation of despair. 

But while there remains any chance that this utter pessimism 
is excessive, I shall refuse to adopt it. There is still a chance of 
averting disaster, and to increasing that chance all the efforts of 
those who feel a responsibility towards the world should be 
directed. 

The lessons that life has taught me during the present century 
are not cheerful ones. I have had to admit that sheer cruelty 
plays a much larger part than I thought in the make-up of a large 
proportion of mankind. I have had to admit that, when the present 
is painful, men, for the most part, will seek alleviation, not in 
rational measures which might produce gradual amelioration, but 
in myths inspired by hatred and phantasies of power, leading tc 
outbursts of violence which intensify the evils by which they 
arc caused. I have had to admit that when suffering is intense 
and widespread it generates callousness : large-scale atrocities and 
cruelties which, fifty years ago, would have caused a universa 
outcry, now pass almost unnoticed unless they can be used tc 
incite to war. I have had to admit that gains arc never secure, 
and that benefits to which men have grown accustomed arc 
liable to be carelessly tossed aside in moments of excitement. I 
have had to face the possibility that perhaps knowledge is a mi^ 
fortimc, and only ignorance can preserve human beings from 
mutual extermination. 

These facts, and others like them, arc to be assimilated, but 
afford no argument against the desirability of what they prove 
to be difficult. We know that democracy is possible, since there 
arc countries where it exists ; we know that tolerance is possible, 
for the same reason. If there arc populations incapable of the 
compromise and mutual forbearance upon which tolerance and 
the success of democracy depend, that is no reason for not valuing 
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these things, but only for not attempting to approach them by 
short cuts, and for studying the conditions which, hitherto, have 
made them possible where they were possible. There is a type 
of person, all too common in the world of practical affairs, who 
is determined to be ejBfective at all costs, and who, if he cannot 
do good, is content to do harm. If he knows how to make 
dynamite but not how to build houses, he will blow up 
existing buildings, causing a greater racket and a quicker change 
than any architect could hope to cause. And so, when democracy 
proves difficult, dictators arise, and take pride in the muldpHcicy 
of the hopes that they have brought to ruin. If I had to make 
up moral maxims for the young, my first would be : “It is better 
to do a httle good than much hax^” 

' — RespHgl fui die iiidividn al— a very essential part of the Liberal 
creed— is a less definite matter than democracy or legal toleration, 
and more hedged about with hmitations and provisos. What 
I mean by it is rather a state of feeling than a definite precept. 
It is not always possible, in practice, to treat an individual with 
respect, for example, if he is a homicidal maniac. But I will 
try first to indicate what I mean, and only then consider what 
life has taught me as to its practicabiHty. 

Human beings impinge upon each other in many ways. Where 
there is food for one, and ten people to eat it, there will be conflict. 
Where two rivals each desire to be supreme in one community, 
at least one of them must be disappointed. Where there are 
many religions, each claiming to be the umque repository of 
absolute truth and the sole means of eternal salvation, it is diflScult 
for them to five in peace with one another. In the present day, 
those who believe m State trading and those who believe in private 
capitalism are finding it very hard to adjust their differences. It 
is certainly not always possible for conscientious men to avoid 
violent conflict, since two creeds, both impersonal and both held 
with perfect sincerity, may be mutually incompatible. 

But much the greater part of the violence in human relations 
would be prevented if men could feel and practise the virtue 
which I am calling “respect for the individual.” Primarily, this 
consists in a great reluctance to inflict humiliation. In former 
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times hardly anyone (except King Lear when he was mad) saw 
any harm in this. The stocks and the pillory were opportunities 
for the jeers of hostile crowds ; criminals were brandid so rhar 
their disgrace became indelible ; children were not only flogged, 
but unmercifully mocked. This sort of thing was dying out during 
the nineteenth century, but has been revived in recent times. 
The Nazis, in their milder moods, dressed Jews in ridiculous 
costumes, and drove them through the streets wearing placards 
saying “I am a Jew.” After the hberation of France, female 
collaborators, shorn of their hair, were exhibited to the execration 
of their neighbours. In all totaUtarian countries, punishment has 
consisted pardy of making its victims, under the influence of 
torture, behave in ways that destroyed their self-respect; confession, 
begging for mercy, and betraying comrades were the commonest 
of these ways. 

To anyone possessed of sympathy and psychological imagina- 
tion, this sort of thing is infinitely painful. When a human being 
has been humiliated beyond a point, something of value in him 
has been irreparably destroyed. The Stoics maintained that a 
man could always avoid this damage by the exercise of his own 
willpower, but we now know that this is false. There is no one 
whose will cannot be broken by torture which is sufficiently 
severe and sufficiently prolonged, but apparently the ancients were 
less ingenious in these ways than the governmental fiends of our 
day. The knowledge of these dark facts saps most men’s resistance 
at an early point, since they are aware that it will give way sooner 
or later. Consider a German who was a Communist ^ 1933, 
then a Nazi till 1945, and now (in the Russian Zone) is again 
a Communist. What self-respect can such a man have retained? 
What crimes will he refuse to perform, and in what atrocities 
will he be unwilling to bear a part? And almost the whole of 
the Continent of Europe is full of such men, many of them in 
positions of some authority. 

Aristocratic pride was formerly regarded as a virtue, in part 
with Justice, and in part not ; it was a virtue in so far as it con- 
sisted in self-respect, but a vice when it involved contempt for 
inferior mortals. In Spanish peasants I have found the good 
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element of pride without the bad ; so I have in all classes in China. 
But in Western urban communities, and among those who have 
submitted: to dictatorships, whether of the German or the Russian 
variety, not only is the good kind of pride usually absent, but 
,therc is no willingness to admit that it is a virtue. This is due, 
I think, to the diminution of economic, social, and political inde- 
pendence. It has been revived, to some degree, among Western 
wage-earners, by the growth of trade unionism. But it is hardly 
to be expected where success depends upon currying favour with 
official superiors, or where unguarded candour may lead to execu- 
tion or the concentration camp. To preserve it should be one 
of the aims of a good social system. In economic and political 
relations, and above all in education, self-respect should be care- 
fully guarded, and humiliation avoided to the utmost extent 
that practical necessities permit. 

The problem of combining the greatest practicable degree of 
respect for the individual with the indispensable controls required 
for public order, economic justice, and technical efficiency, is one 
of immense difficulty and complexity, requiring hazardous con- 
jectures as to social consequences and a doubtful balancing of 
one set of ethical values against another. 

In the province of education, respect for the child demands 
that instruction shall, as far as possible, be a matter of co-operation 
between teacher and pupil, not of a discipline imposed by force 
without the child’s inward assent. It demands also that the beliefs 
and precepts instilled into the child’s mind shall be such as arc 
genuinely believed to be for his good, and not merely such as 
arc convenient to the powen that be and calculated to make him 
die quietly whenever a predatory government can further its 
ends by having him killed. These considerations led me to believe 
in “progressive” education. At the same time, I am compelled 
to acknowledge that many “progressive” educators, in their zeal 
for individualism, neglect things that arc of great importance. 
We arc not only individuals, but also members one of another ; 
jfeducation should make a man not only an upstanding individual, 
but a useful member of society. This requires, on the one hand, 
adequate instruction, and on the other hand a social ethic. Every- 
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thing possible should be done to make children enjoy learning, 
but learn they must, if they arc to play their part in a civilized 
community. And in a world where organization has created great 
forces — churches, political parties, industrial corporations, and above 
all, armed States — a man. who never thinks of himself as a unit 
in a group is impotent unless he is a great creative artist. It is 
necessary to find a cohesive force as powerful as patriotism, but 
without the limitations that make patriotism inadequate. Education 
must take account of the need for collective sentiments, with the 
correlative concept of social duty. 

We need, and should teach in schools, loyalty to something 
greater than our own nation. It is nationalism that has brought 
the world to its present terrifying condition, and that is making 
an acceptable solution of international problems so hard to find. 
The loyalty that is needed is loyalty to Man, and not to Man merely 
as a biological species, but as the sole embodiment, so far as our 
knowledge extends, of certain values. Man is capable of creating 
and appreciating beautiful things, he is capable (within limits) of 
knowledge, he can experience love and admiration and ecstasy. 
It is true that he exemphfies also the opposites of these goods : 
the creation of hideous squalor, wilful ignorance, hatred and envy 
and anguish. But in spite of all that is horrible and all the insistent 
incitements to despair, I retain the belief that Man is capable of 
developing his better potentialities and gradually lessening the 
intensity of his evil passions. It is this belief, not a narrow national- 
ism, that should be taught in schools and made the basis of social 
obligation. It is this behef— >so at least it seems to me — that alone 
supplies an antidote to despair that is rational, and not based upon 
some comforting myth that invites men to abrogate the primary 
duty of a sober search for what is true. 

For the man who values individual hberty, perhaps the most 
perplexing of all problems is that of economic organization. The 
case for Socialism, broadly speaking, is derived from the concept 
of justice, not from that of liberty. But its opponents argue that 
justice may be too dearly bought if it involves the sacrifice of 
freedom. This is one of the matters as to which Hfe has taught 
me most, but unfortunately, its lessons have been mutually contra- 
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dictory, and have left me somewhat bewildered. Until 1914 I was 
a Liberal, and felt hesitations about Socialism because I feared that 
it would# diminish freedom. The First World War made me a 
Sociahst, because I thought that Socialist States would be less 
warlike than States inspired by predatory capitalism. But the 
Soviet regime, which I have always abominated as ruthless and 
dictatorial, showed how easy it is for a nominal Socialism to 
develop an oligarchical tyranny more thoroughgoing and disastrous 
than any that is possible under capitalism. In the substitution of 
bureaucracy for big business I see no cause for rejoicing. 

If Socialism is to be a boon and not a disaster, it must fulfil 
certain conditions. It must be democratic, in the Western sense, 
not in the perverted sense that the Soviet Government is endeavour- 
ing to popularize. And it is not enough that it should be democratic 
as a whole ; there must be democracy in the various parts, as was 
suggested by guild socialism. Take, say, the iron and steel industry. 
If this industry is in the hands of the State, and its governing 
officials are appointed by the Government, they will have at least 
as much power as now belongs to the great capitaHsts who control 
the industry. Indeed, they are pretty certain to have more, since 
strikes against a democratically elected government will win less 
sympathy than strikes do at present. Clearly the solution Hes in 
extending, rather than in curtaihng, the functions of trade unions. 
Every great industry should be controlled, so far as its internal 
affairs are concerned, by a trade union co-extensive with the 
industry. The general public, which is represented by the State, 
is interested in the amount and price of the product, but the mode 
of production and the appointment of managers concerns the 
industry itself, and should be in its hands — subject to an ultimate 
control by the State in the event of gross evils being established by 
a public inquiry. 

Not only the industry as a whole, but each factory, should have 
a measure of self-government. If Socialism is not to stifle individual 
energy and initiative, it must be accompanied by an immense 
extension of federalism. The general principle that should govern 
all federal institutions is clear : whatever mainly concerns a sub- 
ordinate group should be managed by that group, while what 
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concerns its external relations should be managed by a federal 
authority. Thus there are matters concerning a single factory, 
matters concerning the national iron and steel industry as a whole, 
matters concerning its relations to the rest of the nation, and 
matters concerning its relations to the industry in foreign countries. 
Each of these should have its own democratically elected authority, 
with suitably limited powers. Short of some such system. Socialism 
will merely introduce a new tyranny, the tyranny of ofEcials. 
And this will not long remain merely a matter of inequality of 
power ; it will soon become — as the development of the U.S.S.R. 
has shown — a matter of inequaUty of income also. All the old 
privileges will reappear, without the exceptions and loopholes and 
irregularities that, in the old system, enabled men like Shelley and 
Darwin to do valuable work of which the community did not see 
the value. 

All the questions that I have considered hitherto are overshadowed 
— and have been overshadowed ever since 1914 — by the supreme 
problem of the abolition of war. If this can be solved, it is reason- 
able to hope that others will be solved in due course ; but if it 
cannot be solved within the next few years, the outlook is one of 
utter and unmitigated disaster, at any rate for Western Europe, 
including Great Britain. And even if our complex social organiza- 
tion could survive one more great war, it could not survive a 
series, each worse than the last, combining continually more 
destructive forms of atomic energy with bacteriological warfare. 
Somehow the habit of war must be ended, and ended soon. 

The atomic bomb, while it has made the problem more urgent, 
has also made its solution much less difficult. The American 
Government has proffered what would probably develop into an 
adequate system, but Russia has refused to accept the offer. The 
atomic bomb is such a terrible weapon that, if it were controlled 
by an international authority, that authority would be able to 
make aggressive war hopeless. This requires that all nations should 
submit to inspection by officials representing the international 
authority, and that any attempt to resist or obstruct their work 
should be treated as a casus belli. The United States, in spite of 
its initial advantage, is willing to submit to these conditions, but 
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Ac Soviet Government has rejected Ae necessary limitation of Ac 
veto on Ac ground Aat it involves infringement of sovereignty. 
WiAout^ infringement of sovereignty human life, as we have 
known it, cannot long continue, unless some one nation succeeds 
in conquering the world. 

What the world needs is the elimination of wars between nations 
by Ae creation of an international authority, possessed of irresistible 
force, and using Aat force in accordance with an agreed body of 
international law. The first and most urgent step towards Ais end 
is Ac international control of atomic energy. To Ais step Ac 
Soviet Government is now the only serious obstacle. 

Ever since Ac dawn of history, communities have oscillated 
between Ac opposite poles of dictatorship and anarchy, involving 
Ac opposite dangers of ossification and dissolution or foreign 
conquest. Through science the world has become one community, 
which has to choose between common prosperity and common 
ruin. But it is as yet an anarchic community, destitute of govern- 
ment, filled wiA hatred and suspicion, profoundly obsessed wiA 
Ac archaic belief that one man’s gain must be another man’s loss. 
Under Ac stress of misfortune passions have grown more violent, 
and fear has increased mutual suspicion. Jews and Arabs, Hindus 
and Muslims, Chinese Communists and Chinese nationalists, carry 
on Acir httlc wrangles, while Ac dispute between Washington 
and Moscow threatens to reconcile them all in a common grave. 
The new danger is so vast and so terrible that men shrink from 
allowing Acmsclves to realize it ; they shrink still more from 
admitting Aat ancient enmities, burning controversies, and passion- 
ate shibbolcAs have all become absurd, pathetic and trivial, like 
sailors quarrelling over a sixpence while Acir ship is sinking. 

What mankind needs is not law alone, or liberty alone, but 
each in its own province : law to control impulses of aggression 
and tyranny, freedom for impulses Aat arc creative or for Ae 
common benefit. Various obstacles stand in Ac way, partly 
institutional, partly psychological. Of Ac institutional obstacles 
Ac most serious and Ac most dangerous is national armaments. 
If this were overcome, Ac resulting prosperity and relief from fear 
would gradually promote sanity, and lead to Ae discovery of 
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methods of diminishing the psychological obstacles of cruelty, 
envy, greed, and lust for power — methods which would be partly 
psychological, partly educational, and partly economic. The prob- 
lem of creating a happy world is not insoluble, provided the will 
to solve it existed. Will men prefer disaster, or will they acquiesce, 
however reluctantly, in their own salvation? 
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I THINK I AM responsible for changing the Editor’s origini 
title of this symposium from “What I have learned from life 
to the one which the book actually bears. I felt that the chic 
operating factor was not myself but life. Even then the title doc 
not seem to me to connote what really happens to us by way c 
schoohng during our existence on this planet ; what really happer 
is the result of the interaction between ourselves and what goc 
by the name of our environment. This result is a mouldec 
modified self, an evolution of the personality inherent in me “froi 
the word go.” Both elements participate, but the dominant on< 
as it seems to me, is “life” rather than myself. And so I feel thj 
I am taught — with a certain degree of willy-nilly — rather tha 
that I learn, as I go along. 

All this may seem to be somewhat of a quibble, but there is 
difference in the approach to the subject implicit in my point c 
view and one which, I feel at the outset, will probably govei 
most of what I am likely to say. 
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I have failed to get any guide from the Editor on the question 
how near to a “potted” autobiography an essay with this 
particular title is expected to be. Nor, indeed, any hinl as to its 
approximation to what authors have variously called “confessions” 
or “apology.” In his wisdom he has probably left us all to interpret 
his title in our own way, and there seems to be a collusion 
between us which is well calculated to enable him to achieve 
his object. 

Let me glance at these two basic elements in the interaction 
which is my life. As a eugenist I attach great importance to 
inherited quahties, both physical and mental. But, unlike the 
Emperor Marcus AureUus, I find it very difficult to trace my 
temperament directly to that of either or even to those of both 
of my parents — not a surprising thing, of course — though it is not 
difficult to recognize particular characteristics of theirs, repeated 
in myself and modified by different contacts and a different training. 
Both my parents were of yeoman stock, gifted with good 
“constitutions,” which they never abused. They were what is 
termed “simple” folk, hard working, honest and God fearing. 
They spent a lot of time and thought over an ample provision of 
plain living for their children, but they left high thinking to 
develop, if it might, from some inherent gene to which, if they 
made a contribution to it, this was indirect and not direct. 
“Self-expression” was, fortunately, denied us whilst there was as 
yet no self to express, but so soon as there was, the world did, 
hterally, lie all before us, where to choose. 

Of love and comfort in times of stress we could place infinite 
rehance upon a mother’s “brooding care,” but a queer shyness and 
detachment seemed to inhibit paternal guidance, and discussion 
about a vocation, however carefully engineered by the maternal 
parent, never aroused more than the mildest interest in her partner. 
I have appreciated this same inhibition in myself : the psychologists 
probably have a name for it : I have struggled to overcome it and 
have tried to help a good many fathers to do the same. 

In my own case the situation was not helped by the fact that I 
“didn’t know from Adam” what I “wanted to be.” However, 
looking back, I realize that the lessons I was taught by my father 
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were of a sort diat helped me in life generally and irrespective of 
my future business or profession. They were hard work until 
hard work became a pleasant habit, obedience, economy and the 
simple courtesies towards others. I was taught how to use the 
more common tools of the garden and the workshop and to find 
close contact with the earth a pleasant occupation. Holidays 
spent with a string of farmer uncles (my mother was one of 
fourteen children) were weeks of hard toil and discipline in Richard 
Jefferies’s county, with the satisfying experience of “harvest 
home” hand in hand with a steadily developing love of the 
countryside. It was a natural evolution from all this to that 
familiarity with one’s fellow human beings which Medicine brings, 
a familiarity which in my case bred respect and affection and 
not contempt. The link was the lure of science, through biology, 
chemistry and what in those days was quaintly termed “mental 
and moral science.” 

The impact of temperament with environment was a very 
naked one in my case. Warnings which might act as buffers 
were singularly few. This very direct contact had its dangers, 
but it also had its educational advantages and there was certainly 
no parental “complex” or “fixation” to warp the result. Life 
has taught me that when Emerson says that temperament “shuts 
us in a prison of glass which we cannot see,” that we “resist the 
conclusion in the morning, but adopt it as the evening wears on, 
that temper prevails over everything of time, place and condition 
and is inconsumable in the flame of religion,” that “the individual 
texture holds its dominion, if not to bias the moral judgments 
yet to fix the measure of activity and of enjoyment,” — my own 
experience tells me that this is no overstatement but harmonizes 
with fact. 

The lack of anything like a “call” to a vocation caused me no 
little shame. I passed from “pure” science to Medicine partly in 
order to resolve this difiiculty, and partly because the “pre-clinical” 
studies enabled me to continue what had become very attractive 
without committing myself to the final step. Contrary to the 
general view, Oliver Cromwell thought that a man never rose so 
high as when he knew hoc whither he was going. Certainly the 
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fact that my future career was for so long undetermined did not 
lead to anxiety. This unconcern is a part of the temperament 
which I have conceded to be so fundamental. At its best it 
accounts for staying power, resilience and poise ; at its worst it 
spells unawareness of impending troubles and lack of purpose in 
providing against them. Allowed its natural drift, a state of mental 
inertia is liable to set in and life tends to become more passive 
than active. But it is “in the will” that men arc enjoined to 
“work and acquire,” and the will is the dynamic, not the static, 
part of our being. 

One phase of this drift shows itself in procrastination, and against 
this life has taught me the need for constant effort. How many 
times have I written in my diary, “do the next thing,” and, “do 
it now,” and how many times have I left the next thing undone! 
What is the meaning of that almost uncontrollable distaste which 
seizes the mind when faced with certain clearly recognized duties — 
a letter to answer, a visit to pay, an article to write? And why, 
having yielded once ancTpassed to the pleasanter task, does the 
distaste grow yet stronger? What is it that manacles the mind at 
such moments? And yet who has not experienced many times 
how great is the satisfaction which results from facing these 
repelling dudes and disposing of them? In his “ Ode to Duty” 
Wordsworth declares that : 

“There arc who ask not if thine eye 

“Be on them. . . . 

“Who do thy work, and know it not.” 

I have met such people and have recognized that they arc 
the salt of the earth. 

To procrastinate is not only to steal rime — as the old adage 
reminds us — it is, again and again, to let people down. The 
very converse is seen when we obey the generous impulse as 
soon as possible after it arises and before it has passed “into the 
light of common day.” The one exception to “haste not” is the 
doing of a kindly act ; here expedition is not only called for, it is 
part of the virtue of the act itself : he gives twice who gives quickly. 
This carrying out of a generous impulse is a matter that transcendt 
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mere duty. It is the stretching out of the spirit of man after the 
divine. The habit is learnt as the result of three things: close 
contact with our fellows, observation of their diflSculties, their 
strivings and their hopes, and the vision which enables us to put 
ourselves in their shoes — in imagination suffering with them and 
rejoicing with them. I can never get quite into another man's 
mind because he is a different personality, but there is a common 
denominator between him and myself— a lust to live and be happy, 
a desire to be ful f illed, an ambition to be achieved. It is on the 
basis of this common denominator that I can help him and he me. 
But to help him I must be patient and tolerant ; I must let him 
express himself ; I must not dominate the situation. 

I have done a lot of teaching in my time and I am painfully 
aware today that, though I have usually been careful to be at 
close quarters with my subject — an essential ingredient in good 
teaching — I have not always taken the same pains with regard to 
my pupils — an equally essential desideratum. Impatience with 
indolence may be justified and a gentle sarcasm is a wholesome 
corrective for pretentiousness. One of my best teachers, knowing 
his man, once asked a student at the bedside of a patient suffering 
from a malady of (as then) unknown causation, “Let me see, Mr. 
Smith, what is the cause of this disease?" “I am sorry, sir," said 
Mr. Smith, “I did know but I have forgotten." “That's a pity, 
Mr. Smith," said the professor, “for now nobody knows." For 
the oleaginous and the sanctimonious there are also appropriate 
methods of treatment. But a cutting retort to the student whose 
only fault is ignorance, especially if it be made in the presence of 
others, creates an attitude in him which is resistant because it 
becomes hostile. The scorching tongue sears the surface of the 
pupil's mind and it is no longer receptive. To be fair to myself 
I was never half such a sinner in diis respect as some of my own 
teachers, and yet, despite my own bitter experiences, I am conscious 
of not sufficiendy appreciating the sensitiveness of some minds 
whilst under instruction. 

This essay threatens to develop into a catalogue of vicious trends 
in temperament and the efforts that life has made to eliminate 
them. But the more I think of it the more certain I am that this 
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disciplining and developing of the self does lie at the very root of 
life’s teaching and that all the other things learnt arc incidental. 
So I shall pursue my theme. 

Acquisitiveness has been a tiresome clement in my make-up and 
one that is very difficult to eradicate. It has in it a competitive 
feature that is perhaps not altogether bad but taken by and large it 
is a vice akin to that of the miser, and definitely anti-social. As 
a student I was a “pot hunter.” Even then, and still more later, I 
accumulated books {what books!) which I did not read. This 
vice is akin to the vanity of knowing something about everything 
and being sought after because of being a repository of what is 
really pseudo-knowledge. Thank God I learnt the evil of all this 
before I was tempted to join the Brains Trust, and so saved Society, 
m one person at all events, from confusing nimbleness of mind 
with wisdom. The Press has much to answer for in this matter. 
Life has taught me the folly of diflfuseness of eflfort, for it has become 
clear to me that the men and women who really matter are those 
who can say, with Paul, “this one thing I do,” who can say “no” 
and can sit quietly at home when all the world says “come out 
and help us.” The Oxford Groupers are right in their insistence 
upon “sharing,” but I think they would do well to stress more 
the sharing of their goods, their chattels and their honours, and 
less the sharing of their spiritual experiences. There is perhaps 
an element of exhibitionism in both, but one is the act of an 
extravert and the other of an introvert, and the difference between 
these is all the difference in the world. 

The joy of giving should be learnt, and practised, early rather 
than late, for it is a type of joy which is constructive, both to the 
giver and to the receiver. If it is left too late there may be little 
remaining of life in which to construct. Indeed, many leave 
giving until life ceases and the gifts, of whatever sort, are no 
longer theirs to give. 

Like many doctors my hobby has been gardening. In addition 
to its providing complete mental distraction it possesses the 
inestimable advantages of fresh air, early rising and sound sleep. 
I probably owe my love of it and much of my knowledge of 
gardening technique to my forbears and my early upbringing. 
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I suppose I have made most of the mistakes that gardeners are 
prone to make when they begin: planting too thickly; planting 
estabhshed “subjects’* (as the catalogues call plants and trees) 
rather than young ones; dotting things about instead of massing 
them; interrupting natural vistas when forbearance should be 
exercised in preserving them; leaving out of the reckoning that 
the sun can kill as cruelly as the frost; and seeking to acquire 
every known specimen instead of specializing in those that say 
“thank you” when grown in my particular soil and in my par- 
ticular aspect — acquisitiveness again. 

My hobby has done its best to teach me what a virtue is 
thoroughness and what an evil is procrastination. In this way 
^ has probably helped to render less noxious than they might other- 
wise have been a couple of weaknesses to which, as these notes 
make clear, I have found addiction all too easy. 

Since Nature’s way with the plant is much the same as with 
the human being, gardening has also, I think, confirmed me in 
the lesson which cHnical observation of my fellows has taught 
me — that you cannot, unless you sacrifice their dignity and their 
satisfaction, live other folk’s lives for them. You can keep the ring 
for them so that they get a good chance of success, you can teach 
them the rules, you can even be a “sparring partner,’’ but it is 
their fight, not yours. 

And now comes this business of growing old, concerning 
which there seems to be, on the part of most of those engaged in 
it, a conspiracy of silence. But I think there are lessons that life 
teaches us here, too, if we are willing to learn. There are all 
manner of pitfalls in regard to senescence, and a man becomes 
more and more dependent upon his friends, both for warning and 
for indulgence. I think we should learn first of all to avoid vanity 
and attempts to conceal the inevitable. An old fellow came into 
my consulting room the other day, obviously got up to look 
much younger than he was — mousuchc waxed, tie, handkerchief 
and socks all matching, etc. After getting a few symptoms I 
asked his age. “Well, doctor,” with an air of confidence, “what 
age do you think I am?” “That’s a challenge,” I said. “WeU,” 
said the patient, “what age?” “Eighty,” I said. “No,” said the 
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old chap, terribly crestfallen, “not till next week.” Then there 
was another who used to come to see me yearly on his birthday. 
There was never anything the matter, and it was an easy job for 
me. After telling me how well this organ worked and how fit 
another was, and^so on, he used to conclude by saying, “Ah, 
doctor, but that's not the best: all my faculties unimpaired, eh 
what?” I shouted my congratulations, for he was very deaf, and 
the interview ended. 

Then there is inanity; that should be avoided also. I remember 
the shock it gave me many years ago when I saw one of my old 
teachers walking slowly and aimlessly down Harley Street, stopping 
anon at some open area and watching the boy delivering the milk 
and the cat lapping some that had been spilt: shocking, as I said. 
But perhaps unawareness is the most subtle, as it is perhaps also 
the most inescapable, of all the troubles of oncoming age. It 
is a question whether it is better to be aware or to be ignorant. 
Is it better to feel with Andrew Marvell that: 

“At my back I always hear 
Time’s winged chariot hurrying near,” 

or to be like the old man whom I vetted on his ninetieth birthday 
and who, when I said, “It’s all right, your broncliitis has cleared 
up, you can go downstairs,” said, “But that’s not what’s worrying 
me. Sir Thomas.” “What is worrying you?” I asked. “This,” 
he said, pointing to a truss he was wearing. “Why, doesn’t it fit?” 
I said. “Yes, it fits alright,” said the old fellow, “but what do you 
think the doctor says? He says I’ve got to wear the damned thing 
for the rest of my life.” 

I am afraid awareness is my lot, after all, awareness of a fearful 
lot of things that go to make up old age, physical things that never 
get into the textbooks, and, in the moral sphere, things that Cicero 
never experienced, perhaps because he wrote his famous essay at 
the relatively youthful age of sixty-three! But how to adjust 
one’s behaviour is very difficult, so ingrained are people’s notions 
about age. I have to smile and seem to appreciate the deference of 
others — some of whom are not very young either — and all the 
time I’d willingly exchange it for that experience I thought so 
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odd many years ago, when a pupil of mine signalized his passing 
his jfinal examination by calling me Herder for the first time. 
The old man is reported to be testy, irascible, intolerant; but if 
he warns himself against these things and observes a bland and 
generous demeanour folk speak of it as the fatuous benevolence 
of old age! It really is very difficult. 

It should not be regarded as egregious to hint that the fact 
that “knowledge comes but wisdom lingers^’ suggests that the old 
may still retain a function: 

“Men must enduie 

Their going hence, even as their coming hither: 

Ripeness is all.*’ 

I have more than once referred to the fact that man is still half 
savage and half babe. Glancing through these notes I am troubled 
by the thought that most of life’s lessons have been directed 
towards taming the former and training the latter. I am humbled 
still more by the realization of how little life has been able to 
do for me in either case, so resistant has been the pupil to both 
instruction and control. And yet somehow it has seemed good 
to have been in this school. The system of education has appealed 
to my logical sense, though this was not so at first. Someone has 
said that in Nature there are neither rewards nor punishments — 
there are consequences; and the laws of cause and effect have aptly 
been called the Chancellors of God. To observe them at work, 
and, at long last, to accept their wise control, this is the only road 
along which, rough and steep though it sometimes is, we can attain 
that 

. . central peace, subsisting at the heart 
Of endless agitation.” 

This does not mean that we should shun the factory and the 
mart and other places where men congregate and work and live 
out their lives. The “agitation” is not an evil to be avoided, it 
is the natural human hive. After all, “the end of life is not 
knowledge but action,” and it is in the sphere of action that we 

48 



ueb’s lessons learnt late 

must be ready to learn. If life were only theory most of us could 
put up quite a good show. Nor does it help to be meticulous; 
what matters is that we are basically sincere. **Nature comes eating 
and drinking and sinning. The mid-world is best. The wise, 
through excess of wisdom, is made a fool.*’ 

As I said just now, though there are regrets on account of 
dilatoriness towards life, there are no regrets for having lived. 
Even the fact that most of hfe’s lessons have been learnt too late 
is not wholly depressing, since the very learning of them has been 
worth while. The very fact that there is “no end to leaniing” 
is stimulating. Provided “health and a day” remain to us we can 
still “make the pomp of emperors ridiculous.” So it is: “Up again, 
old heart! Never mind the ridicule, never mind the defeat; 
patience and patience, we shall win at the last. We must be very 
suspicious of the deceptions of the element of time. It takes a 
good deal of time to eat or to sleep, or to earn a hundred doUats, 
and a very little time to entertain a hope or an insight which 
becomes the light of our life. W^e dress our garden, eat our 
dinners, discuss the household with our wives, and these things 
make no impression, are forgotten next week; but in the solitude 
to which every man is always returning, he has a sanity and 
revelations which in his passage into new worlds he will carry 
with him.” 

Life has taught me that Uving has been worth while. I am 
aware that this may not apply to everyone. There are, alas, people 
who cannot say, “I have a goodly heritage.” But for most of 
us the exhortation to “fight the good fight” is not ironical. Two of 
our greatest poets join in the call. Tennyson urges us to be: 
“Strong in will. To strive, to seek, to find and not to yield.” 
And old Chaucer says: 

“Forth, pilgrim, forth! Forth beast, out of thy stall! 
Know thy country, look up, thank God for all; 

Waive thy lust, and let thy ghost thee lead, 

And truth shall deliver, it is no dread.” 


49 



MARGERY FRY 


Born in 1874. Educated privately and at Roedean and Oxford. 
Was Librarian at Somerville College, Oxford, from 1898- 
1904 and then Warden of University House, Birmingham, 
until the outbreak of the First World War during which she 
worked with the Quakers* War Victims Relief Mission in 
France. Principal of Somerville College 1926-31, and 
Governor of the B.B.C. 1937-39. 


I ' HAVE BEEN walking up and down the pathways of one of 
the loveliest districts of France, and while my feet followed 
the familiar tracks I have sent my mind strolling back through 
the years of my life, seeking an answer to the question posed by 
the title of this book. 

I doubt whether it is possible to make a formal map of either 
set of wanderings, since both lack any exact or logical form. 
Life does not give its lessons on dissected subjects in the squared 
periods of a school time-table : to formalize one's experiences 
would be, in a way, to falsify them. 

But I shall try, throughout these wandering notes, to suggest 
that the lessons of life can be looked on as the slow learning of skill 
in the management of a kind of general respiration, a breathing in 
and out, inclusions alternating with exclusions, the exclusions 
sometimes wholly involuntary, neither perhaps ever wholly 
voluntary. Such skill can never be perfectly achieved, but the 
extent to which one gains it is a measure of one’s progress in the 
art of living. 

Frankly I am a little troubled at the small harvest I bring from a 
long life. With a bad memory and a habit of living much in the 
moment, I have been too like a careless child, gathering black- 
berries into an untrustworthy basket, spilling them as I went. 
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Even of the few remembered lessons most are probably those 
imperfectly learnt. “What life should have taught me’* might be 
an aptcr title. I suppose everyone is conscious of faults recurrently 
bringing them into collision with the outer world, hurting both 
themselves and others. These clashes are the lessons one remembers, 
re-enforced often by regret. But it is probably an illusion to 
think that they really alter the essential “me” very much. They 
moderate action rather than modify character. 

Altogether I am far more conscious of the continuity of person- 
ahty than of its changes, and feel myself essentially very much the 
same as I was at tlie dawn of memory — a creature of two and 
a half staggering down to the beach through a little gate, with 
my father behind me, going to discover tlie truth about an incred- 
ible statement made by “The Others” (that tribe of friendly 
brothers and sisters) that the sea was salt. That is how life opens 
for me — with a question : it will probably close with a vaster 
and less answerable query mark. 

But to go back only to two and a half is not quite fair. I must have 
learnt more strange things in the years before that than in the 
seventy that have followed. Personal consciousness, the existence of 
odiers, the use of language, and its limitations (those first cries 
which seemed to work a magic played false too often, and the 
first steps had to be taken in that hardest of all lessons — that the 
world is by no means conformed to every desire). Besides, there 
was the strange art of interpreting the sensations of touch, taste and 
htaring, the multiplicity of images on the retina, into an exciting 
world of external solids. Not quite all the art was gained so young: 
on that same seaside visit “The Others,” bathing in the sea, seemed 
strangely placed in the sky, perspective being still a half-leamt lesson. 

These are the universal elements of baby-learning — but what 
individual forms are imposed on our already so diverse personalities 
by the circumstances, Ihe very atmosphere of our infancy! With 
its mother’s milk, or at any rate from her intimate handling, the 
child gets its first intimations of human relations. The study of 
baby behaviour in the very earUest days is already yielding clues 
of immense importance to the later development of character. 
The child’s relation to the world of other people grows first in the 
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sensitive tendrils by which it clings to its mother, and through her 
to the larger circle of the family. If those tendrils are bruised or 
broken the opening personality may be irretrievably damaged. 

Our mother was an apprehensive person and I think almost all 
her children got this from her, probably more from these first 
impressions on the suggestible material of babyhood than from any 
direct heredity. But she had also a great and expressive tenderness 
towards the very young, and none of her children grew up with 
any shrinking from human contacts. Even where shyness inter- 
vened we have wanted people. 

So the inclusive phase of that inevitable pulse of life, that breath- 
ing rhythm of acceptance and rejection, started well for me with a 
confident expectation of loving-kindness. Perhaps the exclusive 
phase had less happy features. For if it is true that our manner 
of tliinking — the very axioms on which wc work— are largely 
the result of the economic status of our youth — it is probably in 
very early childhood that the bent is given. When I see the children 
of small American towns running in bands in and out of each 
others* houses I regret the segregation of our own home. Children 
in the country we met on a definite basis of patronage, of Sunday 
school and treats and soup for the sick, but the cheerful mob of 
Highgate brats seemed almost more remote from us than the 
Zanzibar boys for whose conversion we saved rather unwilling 
pennies and sewed marble bags. Definitely, by the nursery code 
“dirty people** and particularly “dirty men** must be avoided. 

I must have been between six and seven when the first shock 
which began to reverse this lesson came. It was a time of tragic 
unemployment, and the “out of works** paraded the country with 
a lamentable “band,** seeking, I suppose, sympathy and half- 
crowns. But the beat of their drum approaching the house seemed 
to me like a threat of revolution and then the sight of the sorry, 
discouraged crowd gave me a violent sense of social injustice. The 
clearness vnth which the scene comes back assures me that I do 
not exaggerate its significance. 

All friendship implies exclusions, but it seems to me now a senseless 
impoverishment of life that choice should be limited by economic 
accident. A real democracy must be based on an education uniting, 
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not separating people in the impressionable years of childhood, 
yet it must be such that the most intelligent parents can gladly accept 
it for their children. I am none too sure that our new Act is capable 
of ensuring this. 

From another aspect our earlier education was also somewhat 
exclusive. Whilst neither of my parents were very active in the 
Quaker community, its traditions were strong in the atmosphere 
that surrounded us ; and we were certainly conscious of being 
members of a small body, of shutting out, and of being shut out 
from, many aspects of the social life of other middle-class people. 
We neither learnt to dance, nor were we allowed to play cards or 
go to the theatre. We inherited from my father an intense dislike 
of all sports that involved killing. Of course, anything in the 
nature of betting or race-going would have been unthinkable. 
These abstentions certainly made ordinary social conversation 
difficult for us, made us seem odd and priggish to casual acquaint- 
ances, but I do not find myself regretting this influence. It is not 
a bad thing to get used to being in a minority, to saying uncomfort- 
able things in the interests of honesty, even if the occasion is trivial. 
What is, of course, regrettable, is the over-sensitiveness, the self- 
righteousness of the people who feel they can never quite “belong.” 
I doubt whether it is possible entirely to avoid these by-products 
of a minority upbringing. 

The dominant influence in our education was undoubtedly the 
personahty of my father. He was a somewhat austere man, his 
pleasures were almost entirely intellectual, his friendships few, his 
mind powerful, and rather intimidating. I have never known 
anyone with a more sensitive feeling for honour, truth, and scrupu- 
lous justice — that “most unpopular of the virtues” as he used to 
call it. He tried to give us his own high standards, he hated in- 
accuracy and sloppy thinking. He had come far, perhaps he 
himself hardly re^zed how far, from the orthodoxies of his 
youth (the generation for whom Darwin was the great revealer 
of new thought) but he held, as the one vital element of faith, to a 
profound belief in the spiritual meaning of the universe. 

I am not one of the people who are always saying “nowadays” 
as the preface to a disparaging remark (“then-a-daysers” is a 
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convenient name for them) — but I do feel that some of the 
scrupulosities, the controls by which such men as my father lived 
are neglected over-much today. 

From my formal education I seem to have gained painfully 
little. So httle that, even as I write, I feel ashamed to allow my 
name to stand among the distinguished gathering in this book. 

I comfort myself by the reflection that an anthology of experi- 
ences — to be of any use — must include that of all sorts of people. 
That vague thing which we call civilization is the sum of an 
enormous number of personal experiences, an atmosphere of 
whose pressure we are barely conscious, and perhaps an individual 
experience is of most use to other people by its contribution to this 
sum. 

We are all tempted to overvalue our own reminiscences as 
guidance to others. Those who appeal to past experience to 
sustain prophecies of the future often forget that experiments 
depend for their prediction value on a rigid similarity of circum- 
stance. The French with their one word ^^expirience^ (covering 
experiment as well) may plausibly accept a confusion, for which 
we have no excuse. To deduce from one^s own youth precepts 
for the young is so universal a fault of age that one cannot hope 
to av9id it, but it is certainly riskier than ever now, when one 
generation has hved through changes of world circumstance, 
hitherto unimaginable. Two earthquakes have nearly shattered 
the social structure of the world in this century, and the crash 
which has brought dovm nations has shaken the shghter structures 
of personal lives in every continent. Even our comparatively 
untouched England has changed on a revolutionary scale. And 
for all of us the world picture has grown very grim. The limits 
of nobihty and baseness possible to human beings are driven far 
wider apart than we believed possible in my peacetime youth. It 
is not of these vast transformations that I can write in this brief 
chapter. Only I must make it clear that I reaUze how unsafe it 
is to argue directly from a nineteenth-century youth to twentieth- 
century ones. But recorded experience even if not very useful can 
still give some pleasure, in particular the amusement of discovering 
common impressions, disclosing the oneness of human nature 
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underlying ditterenccs of time, space and tradition. When a 
Chinese poet of the eighth century describes the three successive 
tastes of a lichee, the remote reader gets, even through a translation, 
a little stab of satisfaction at an observation shared! I like to feel 
that I may have such a slender link with some unknown mind. 

To return without further apology to my own schoolroom 
education. It was mainly imparted by a series of governesses, two 
of whom were real teachers, the others unwilling earners, who 
for the most part kissed the rod of their poverty humbly enough. 
But the first of the series to practise upon me was more inclined 
to turn the rod on her pupils. She hated her profession, poor 
woman, and despised us visibly as stupid, which we were not, and 
as a troop of dowdy little dissenters, which we were. Every day 
my music lesson ended in tears — a “G"' in die bass of “Long, long 
ago” eluded my litde finger unfaihngly; it could only fumble 
in anxiety till her bony one crushed it down on the note. The 
conviction that music was not for me lasted half a lifetime, till I 
discovered that, all ungifted for it as I am, it holds a revelation of 
things beyond other expression. I know only too well that educa- 
tion must select — and so must exclude, but I hold it vital, that the 
exclusiveness should come as late as possible. As a baby^s skull 
remains elastic round the developing brain, the scholastic structure 
must allow room on all sides to the growing personality. 

Perhaps it is because I have had to do with many people in the 
later stages of their education that I feel strongly about this. 

For many years of my life, as student, librarian and Principal 
of Somerville (the college at Oxford to which my loyalty and my 
affection both belong for all it has given to me), and also at the 
university of my adoption, Birmingham, I have hved in closest 
contact with university students. So my thoughts turn naturally 
to people at this stage of hfe when I think of that often tedious^ 
but always important subject, education. 

For most of my lifetime there has been very httle choice open 
to the unprivileged classes of society. Boys and girls left school at 
twelve or thirteen — the cleverer the child the quicker the standards 
were passed, and wage earning began. I remember watching my 
nephew, about nine years old, walking with a country boy of 
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twelve. My nephew was the taller of the two, and looked the 
more mature, but he was just about to begin his serious schooling 
whilst the other boy had just ended his. The child whose education 
was so early finished was pitchforked into whatever job offered. 
Even today things are not much better, though a larger number 
of children do get secondary schoohng, and far more will now 
have extra years for finding themselves. This haphazard and 
premature employment has meant a loss of capacity to the com- 
munity which we shall only be able to measure when we reach 
a genuinely universal system of education. But for many, at least, 
of the children of the middle class the question of a career has 
long been deferred till sixteen or seventeen, or for university 
students, till later. Whilst this is as it should be, it does in some 
ways make the choice more difficult. So many doors have been 
half opened, of hterature and the arts, of science and of administra- 
tion, of adventure or devotion, that the moment of inevitable 
exclusion is a very searching one. It brings a realization, which is 
apt to hurt, that the question is no longer, as in the cared-for 
course of education, “what is best for you,“ not even, unfortunately 
“how could you best serve the common good?’' but “what have 
you got to offer that the world will buy.” This hard option 
often comes at the moment when people of any aesthetic sensibility, 
who have been exposed to the arts, are in the full flush of delight 
in them. (I should like to see a poll taken to determine how many 
people have, at some time of their Hves, dreamt of a career as 
painter, poet, actor or musician.) I do not think older people 
always remember that this moment of decision, of choice, of 
exclusion — this discovery that one can’t have all the toys in the 
shop, is a critical and difficult one in the lives of (perhaps pampered!) 
young people. Alas, what seem, and perhaps are, the highest 
activities of which one is capable are rarely those of which the 
commumty has need. And far more people feel a vague desire for 
self^xpression through the arts than have anything profound or 
new to express. Nor do they realize what a lot of dumb drudgery, 
even the more artistic or more intellectual pursuits claim. Madame 
Curie, in a shabby shed, working through tons of pitch-blende, 
is typical of most discoverers. (On a humble scale, what social 
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reform doesn’t at the bottom rest on hours of envelope addressing?) 
So the choice of a practical career often seems to involve a deni j 
of the qualities most precious to oneself, and too often the half loaf 
of unprofessional activity is rather bitterly rejected. I believe this 
to be a great mistake. “Hobbies” have a tiresome, arty-crafty 
sound, amateur painting lost half its raison d*hre when photography 
became universal, amateur music is shamed by gramophone and 
wireless, plays and films have largely ousted “theatricals.” But the 
person who is not afraid of looking foolish in using these arts, 
not to inflict torture on his friends (or only a minimum of 
torture!) but frankly, in order to maintain the balance of his own 
life and to nourish his powers of appreciation, has an extra window 
on to the world. Some minor creative skill, or even some small- 
scale scientific observation, not for livelihood but for the interest 
of living is a very real, if minor, insurance of contentment. 

The trouble is diat today the average person lives longer than 
he is “meant to” (to use a phrase which always covers a tangle of 
confused thought); or, more exactly, longer than the uncom- 
prehended force driving on through the individual for the survival 
of the race demands. As far as that force is concerned, those who 
procreate their kind are unwanted as soon as their progeny can 
fend for themselves, whilst those who fail to produce young have 
never any value for it. 

So careful of the type she seems 

So careless of the single hfe. 

Man, alone of Earth’s creatures, has consciously revolted against 
this evaluation. The animal, too, lives and loves its individual life, 
enjoys it and protects itself. Man, as self-consciousness emerges, 
turns round and proclaims other things to be as good as the instinc- 
tive life. Modem psychology has shown us that he has often 
damaged himself in the struggle, the slighted underground forces 
of his nature have exploded under repression. But the challenge 
has been made, man asserts himself as more than the temporary 
vehicle of genes, he defies Nature — or does he, perhaps better 
than her other children, divine the secret meaning behind his own 
slow emergence? Beyond the maintenance of life he demands 
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an ever wider range of satisfactions in living, and in tlieir exercise 
he has extended life itself far beyond the needs of racial survival. 
The strong instincts, those of sex and parenthood, which to many 
young people seem to enfold the whole meaning of existence, 
dwindle, and perhaps a third of life is left over to be lived 
uncoloured by their intensity. 

The cultivation of other sides of the mind and spirit seems a 
remote and unnecessary pedantry just at the age when it should 
be begun. The people who by nature have in youth other than 
instinctive interests have a much higher chance of contentment in 
the latter part of life, and even in the earlier if, as inevitably some- 
times happens, the instinctive satisfactions prove elusive. 

Here is the answer to the argument, perhaps hardly obsolete 
even yet, that women’s education should be “for the home.” 
The bitter virgins of Victorian fiction, the mothers we have all 
known who cling like leeches to their grown-up sons, because 
they have been prepared for no independent life, are there to 
refute it. 

And here, since this is to be a faithful confession, must come a 
digression on old maids. 

It may be that in this, as in other matters, my “lessons” arc 
rather out of date. The greater freedom of friendship between 
men and women, and perhaps the less strict sex morals of the 
present day may to some extent have eased what was, in my 
generation, a grave hardship to many women. But the grim fact 
that in our grown-up population women seriously outnumber men 
has meant, and means still, that between one and two million 
must go without a normal home with husband and children. 
And somehow the reflection that many marriages are failures and 
that many children bring anxiety rather than happiness is cold 
comfort. Old maids’ cliildren are proverbially perfect, old maids’ 
husbands are prodigies of faithfulness and brilliance. It is natural 
to feel regret for all the unlived Uves which have beckoned, but 
the regrets for having missed these basic social relations, which 
seem to belong of right to every woman, have a power of wound- 
ing beyond those of abiUties unused or careers untried. 

Now since this has been an aching lack in my life, on the whole 
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an unusually pleasant one, it seems only fair to write of it here, 
since no one else is likely to do so. Most old maids shirk discussion 
of the subject, lest they should be thought embittered. Other 
people, regarding their condition as a sign either of coldness or of 
failure, do often unconsciously make harder what is by no means 
an easy situation, but some, with a more generous spirit, are 
ready to make for the unmarried friend a real place in their own 
homes, and to give her a share in the hopes and fears and triumphs 
of a rising family. Nothing can compensate for love and mother- 
hood foregone, but my own experience is that in opening one’s 
heart to friendships of very varied kinds, and above all, to those 
with younger people, a real compensation comes for the good 
things missed. The happiness this brings has never the passionate 
instinctive satisfaction given to the young wife and mother. It is 
to the end, loneHer, more diffused, but it can be very real. In such 
friendships one must be ready to accept people with their imper- 
fections, to meet them along certain facets of their and your 
personalities. Nature forces lovers to the illusion of complete 
acceptance, friends have to be more aware of forbearance. To 
expect to find one’s every principle or prejudice, one’s interests 
and admirations completely mirrored in friendship, to give play 
to censoriousness or snobbishness or even too much fastidiousness 
of taste is to miss relationships which might enhance others’ lives 
as well as one’s own. This would degenerate into a mere squashy 
good nature, if one did not insist that anything to call a friendship 
must have at least some links of appreciation and admiration. Merc 
propinquity intimacies (for which a new name is sorely needed) 
are not enough. 

I have already suggested that our wretched class education limits 
disastrously the field of friendships; national divisions are also far 
too rarely bridged by them. We must increase personal contacts 
between people of different races and cultures. These contacts 
seem to me like the Lilliputian threads which bound Gulliver to the 
ground, almost the only way of holding down the spirit of war. 
For myself, friendships of this type, which singular good fortune 
has made me rich in, have brought so much happiness that I long 
to see infinitely greater chances given for their formation. There 
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is a peculiar tang of satisfaction (like that of appreciation of the 
lichee!) in finding affection and agreement on fundamentals in 
spite of different cultural settings, and to be able in intimate 
sympathy to enter into lives very different from one’s own is to 
multiply the adventure of the spirit. 

I suggested earlier that in education one should keep many 
branches growing ; when some are cut off the wise liver will put 
forth others. And this is immensely true of the people who have 
suffered some great deprivation : either they become lop-sided 
and imstable, or they compensate by a more vigorous output on 
other lines. Two of the finest characters I have known (they will 
forgive my referring to them here) are respectively quite blind and 
quite deaf. Like trees trimmed by a skilful forester they have 
attained a new nobiHty of form by their acceptance, but not a 
purely passive acceptance, of loss and Umitation. Such lives are 
outstanding instances of what I have called the rhythm of respira- 
tion, the voluntary compensation by inclusions for exclusions 
compelled by circumstances. 

But it is not only in the development of the mind and character 
that this rhythm occurs, it is the very foundation of our thinking. 
Whether we hold or not, that thought can exist without language, 
the basis of all logical thinking is the division of its objects into 
classes which can be united in the bond of a single definition. 
Such a union is also for the moment, an exclusion from our thought 
of all their individual differences. And it is these excluded qualities 
which, creeping back, as it were, into our general statements 
and opinions make them often so lamentably false. I Uke to put 
this for myself— inaccurately but shortly thus: “Whenever we 
say ‘they’ we tell a lie,” This is, of course, most flagrantly true 
of our judgments of nations: The English are . . . The French 
are not . . . The Chinese always . . . Here not only do unincluded 
qualities creep in, the very definitions which should give a unity 
to the subjects of our rash generalizations are lacking. You can 
define an ellipse accurately, a cat fairly accurately, but how do 
you define an EngHshman? Of course, the pedantry of never 
making a statement unjustifiable by the rules of an absolute 
logic is neither to be expected nor wished for. The Quaker who. 
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in his desire for truthfulness, finished a sentence with “perhaps I 
ought to have said ‘perhaps’ ” would have been an easy conversa- 
tionaUst in comparison with anyone who tried to dance in such 
fetters. But I have learnt the immense importance of, as it were, 
changing focus frequently to keep attention not only on the 
specific characteristics but on individual ones. 

This has come home to me very much in connection with penal 
questions — a subject into which I got plunged, a good deal against 
my inclinations, by a series of impulsions. (How odd it is that 
whilst we are usually moved by a number of re-enforcing causes 
it seems weak to give several reasons for an action. Though you 
probably break an engagement for a dozen cumulative hindrances, 
one overwhelming excuse will be much politer than recounting 
them truthfully.) But having got, as I say, plunged into this subject 
I discover continually that the objection to reform comes mainly 
from people who insist on believing that “criminals” are all alike. 
They are actually rather badly classified together for most purposes 
by the fact of having broken one or other of our la'v^. For their 
legal position, as having forfeited certain rights of citizenship, they 
are conveniendy and accurately so grouped, and certain more or 
less scientifically definable types of person are perhaps more likely 
to be found amongst them than others (though this is a matter 
which gready needs statistical investigation). 

Moreover, the unnatural Ufe of prison does tend to set its mark 
upon the man or woman who has spent long periods in it, so that 
habitual criminals may tend to have an exceptionally large number 
of common characteristics. But for the prevention of crime the 
most urgent matter is the recognition at the earhest possible 
moment, after the determination of the specific quality of having 
broken the law, of all those other individual traits which indicate 
the possibiUties of checking an anti-social trend. 

This watchfulness against the dangers of classification, this alert- 
ness to detect life in the individual instead of accepting things in 
the mass, is one of the things I learnt to appreciate most keenly 
by contact with my brother Roger. I remember strolling with 
him through one of the dreariest galleries of the British Museum, 
where rows of late Gracco-Roman nonentities, destined obviously 
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for the purchaser who “had to have” statuary for the decoration 
of his villa or the perpetuation of his features, drag out an almost 
invisited existence. Suddenly he pounced upon one head in which 
a spark of sensitive vitality made itself felt through the traditional 
exterior, and the long-dead nameless sculptor made direct contact 
with the artist of the twentieth century. And if many of us 
arc apt to reject real merit in unloved surroundings, how easy it 
is to accept mediocrity in goodly company. In my youth whatever 
came from the primitive Florentine painters seemed adorable, all 
the painters after Raphael were to be shunned like the devil, and 
Raphael himself regarded with mingled suspicion and unwilling 
admiration. The other day I looked at three pictures by a modem 
artist, hung together in an exhibition, and ventured to express, to 
a French woman, my dishke of one in comparison with the others. 
^‘Ah,” she assured me, “you do not understand, all the artists in 
Paris are painting like that now.” In fact, the idea that one could 
make any selection of personal preference in what was the mode 
was incomprehensible to her. You must swallow the fashionable 
school, as a whale welcomes a shoal of little fish into his belly, 
provided they arc all of standard size. 

But, if one is honest, how hard it is to recognize with any 
certainty, not only in the arts, but in thought, in action, in people, 
this spark of authentic spirit. Slowly, as generations pass, the 
works of art, the lives of men warmed by it, glow more and 
more brightly, and perhaps this power of survival, of burning 
again in the hearts of later generations, is the one sure test of 
greatness either aesthetic or moral, just as the inspired guesses of 
philosophers or men of science illuminate discoveries they never 
dreamt of. 

I think this is really what Dr. Schweitzer means when in one 
of his books he describes himself as trying as he steamed down a 
great African river, to find a phrase to sum up his own creed. 
And, with the sight of a great herd of hippopotami, it flashed into 
his mind. (The introduction of the hippopotami here is magnifi- 
cent. It undoubtedly must be a matter of biographical fact, but it 
gives all the delightful, half comic, surprise that Mozart gets by 
his use of the bassoon.) And the creed that came was simply 
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^‘reverence for life” — I myself have never found one more worth 
strugghng for. 

Here, in accepting this very simple phrase, I am aware that if I 
am to complete honestly this sketch of my life's development, I 
must say something of the things I have had to renounce, often 
with great regret, amongst those which are very dear to many 
people. It would be easier to leave this unsaid, for it is painful to 
give pain. But I suspect that, in fear of disturbing those who feel 
their feet firmly set on a rock we sometimes neglect those who, 
like myself, find it hard to keep more than a small, and perhaps 
shifting footing on the uncertain sands. My father's phrase, when 
I made confession of “doubts” — “You will not go far wrong if 
you can hold to the spiritual meaning of the Universe” — comforts 
me often, after half a century. It is hard to know how many 
people today cling strongly and confidently to the orthodox tenets 
of rchgion. They are probably fewer but more ardent than when 
such orthodoxy was almost a matter of course. Of the rest, a good 
many people seem to slip through life without asking much of the 
meaning of things, governed more or less by customary rules of 
behaviour reinforced by the sanctions of popular opinion. But 
there arc others who, whilst holding to the hope of a “spiritual 
meaning in the Universe,” yet cannot seize upon what seem to 
them the wish-fulfilment comforts of religious faith. Perhaps just 
for the reason that each feels the loneliness of their position they 
often go without that sense of human fellowship which might 
assuage it. And so it becomes something of a duty, in a confession 
such as this, to indicate one's own position. 

To those who accept “revelation” the question of hoW far the 
human mind can grasp anything of the nature of things hardly 
presents itself. To others it must seem doubtful whether the forms 
of thinking developed in that marvellous instrument for survival, 
the human brain, are not conditioned by the story of its slow 
formation as an essentially practical instrument. There arc not 
wanting those who say that, if we can make no statement which 
can hope to approach the inner meaning of things we may just as 
well content ourselves with accepting any traditional version which 
has served its purpose for generations — the difference can be but 
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infinitesimal between one inadequacy and another. To take this 
view seems to me to sin against another fundamental principle, 
fit to stand beside that of reverence for life, reverence for truth. 

That these two principles are fundamental, are binding, is 
impossible of proof. For one’s philosophy, as for geometry, the 
fewest, simplest, most apparently self-evident axioms must be 
taken; and, as for geometry, the self^vident axiom of one genera- 
tion may be a highly debatable hypothesis for the next. But I do not 
think the principle of reverence for life would be shaken if next 
year a chemist produced protoplasm from inorganic matter in his 
laboratory. I should say rather that whatever links up the dreary 
inorganic universe of gases punctuated by a few spots of soUds and 
liquids with even the humblest life irradiates the whole with new 
meaning. 

Intimations of a spiritual reaUty reach different people in a 
multitude of ways. Where the promptings of our hungers are 
evident, where vanity, cowardice or even the need for a mother’s 
breast show through we must be watchful of their genuineness. 
But if honesty compels us for ourselves to rule out many state- 
ments, many hopes, many assurances which others can accept, let 
us still keep ourselves ready to recognize the intimations however 
they may come. The orthodoxy of unbehef may be as arid as 
that of belief. Reverence for life in whatever form must illuminate 
reverence for truth : 

The lust after life in the cl^s of its lust 
Claims a passport of deaiST 
The lover of life sees the flame in our dust 
And a gift in our breath. 
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Born in 1881 ^ the eldest son of the late Bishop Knox. 
Educated at Rugby and Oxford. Served throughout the 
First World War and was wounded at Passchendaele. 
Joined the staff of*'Punch^* in 1921 and succeeded Sir Owen 
Seaman as Editor in 1932. 


I S THIS an autobiography? It would seem so. Yet have I 
not for many years from long ago been pubHshiiig fragments 
of my Hfe, and the bitter lessons it has taught me? For 
instance there are the lines : 

I used to be a fearful lad 

The things I did were dovmright bad ; 

And worst of all was what I done 
From seventeen to twenty-one 
On all the railways far and wide 
From sinfulness and shameful pride. 

For several years I was so wicked 
I used to go without a ticket, 

And travelled underneath the seat 
Down in the dust of people's feet, 

Or else I sat as bold as brass 

And told them “Season" in first-class. 

In 1921 at Harwich 
I smoked in a non-smoking carriage : 

I never knew what life nor art meant, 

I wrote “Reserved" on my compartment. 

And once (I was a guilty man) 

I swapped the labels in guard's van. 
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A bad beginning. Yet I made no secret about it. 


From 1922 to 4 

I leant against the carriage door 
Without a-looking at the latch ; 

And once, a-leaving Colney Hatch, 

I put a huge and heavy parcel 
Which I were taking to Newcastle 
Up on the rack above my head ; 

And when it tumbled down, Oh Lord! 

I pulled communication cord 

The guard came round and said, “You mule! 

What have you done, you dirty fool?“ 

I simply sat and smiled, and said 
“Is this train right for Holyhead?** 

He said, “You blinking, blasted swine 
You*ll have to pay the five-pound fine.** 

You might have supposed that here was lesson enough. But 
did it teach me anything? No. I gave a fake name and address. 
Puffed up with my vain-glorioiisness. I was in fact almost incor- 
rigible. And as time went on I became worse. 


At Bickershaw and Strood and Staines 
Tve often got on moving trains, 

And once alit at Norwood West 
Before my coach had come to rest. 

A window and a lamp I broke 
At Chipping Sodbury and Stoke, 

And worse I did at Whisscndine : 

I threw out bottles on the line 
And other articles as be 
Likely to cause grave injury 
To persons working on the line — 

That*s what I did at Whissendine. 

I grew so careless what Td do 
Throwing things out and dangerous too. 
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That, last and worst of all I’d done 
I threw a great sultana bun 
Out of the train at Pontypridd — 

It hit a plate-layer, it did. 

I thought that I should have to swing 
And never hear the sweet birds sing. 

The jury recommended mercy, 

And that’s how grace was given to Percy. 

Not, of course, now I come to think of it, that Percy is my 
true name, and it may be that the events recorded here are coloured 
a little by fantasy. Yet take the confession to a psychiatrist. Let 
him eliminate the truth from the falsehood. He will liave plenty 
to tell you, I feel sure. It is only because the last line may seem 
unduly optimistic that I cease to re-quote myself in verse and begin 
again. 

I know a man who whenever he is asked to write anything 
personal about himself, and has promised to do so, can never fulfil 
the pledge without being seized by a frenzy of self-pity and 
despair. Why had he bound himself to this odious task? Has 
it not all been written down by other and better men? Or if not, 
was it worth writing down at all ? He bound himself once to say 
in what age of history he would have most liked to live, and when 
the time drew near for the fulfilment of his vow, he was scarcely 
fit to live in any age that the world has ever seen. 

“How do I know,” he cried, stamping madly about his study, 
“when I should have Uked to live, without knowing whether I 
should be I, what is my outlook, what is my rank, when I project 
myself into another period of time, and whether I carry into it 
with me any of the me-ness that is really me.” He compromised 
in the end by saying that he would have Hked to be an Elizabethan 
pot-man in the Mermaid Tavern, and listen to the stuff that 
Shakespeare talked when he really let himself go. “Either that,” 
he said, “or a fighting Prince Bishop of the Middle Ages, who 
could commit as many murders as he liked in a day, and order 
himself to be forgiven.” I know that man fairly well, but not so 
well as I ought to know him, for I am he. And even though this 
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is all by the way, I have stumbled somehow on a lesson, and I 
recommend it here and now to the unfortunate. Are you 

certain that when you say, “I only wish I were ” you 

really mean it? Have you any certain knowledge of 's inner 

life, ambitions, dreams, philosophy, regrets, remorses, disabilities, 
and desires? 

Out of this frying-pan which you long to leave, do you honestly 
wish to jump into what unknown fire? 

But we are not progressing. The train is late. It has run into 
a fog. It has almost even run off the lines. Let us begin for the 
third time in the manner of the true essayist, responsibly, seriously, 
endeavouring to define our terms. 

^‘Life hke a dome of many-coloured glass stains the white 
radiance of eternity,*’ said Shelley. But Wilham Morris declared 
that Shelley had no eyes. Both of them hved very full Hves, 
though of different length, and in rather different domestic 
surroundings. But could either of them have told you 
the lessons that hfe had taught him? Possibly not. That is 
the trouble with writers, even the worst and most frivolous 
of them. They spend so much time teaching life what it ought 
to be, that they have little left in which to learn what it 
teaches them. 

But there are proverbs, you argue, are there not, and the wisdom 
of the ages (apart from individual preachers) which have made 
almost an exact science of the thing. There are indeed. It is 
difficult to deny that a roUing-stone gathers no moss, that time and 
tide wait for no man, or that conscience makes cowards of us all. 
Least of all perhaps the last. It is the great lesson that makes it so 
difficult to write autobiographies. Yet some of the proverbs 
contradict each other, and not all wise men have understood 
whither their own great learning was leading them. 

Long ago I attended the lectures (on moral philosophy and 
poetry) of a man who used to spend about ten minutes out of an 
hour in pointing out the lessons of famous poems. Thus he would 
say after doing ample justice to the beauty of Wordsworth’s Ode 
on the Intimations of Immortality^ “Of course if it is entirely true 
that our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting, and that shades of the 

68 



AN UNUSUAL LECTURER 


prison house begin to close about the growing boy, wc must admit 
that King Herod or some even more thorough-going infanticide 
would be a great benefactor to tlie human race.*’ 

Or he would take Coleridge’s Ancient Mariner and say, “The 
great lesson of this poem is that if you are on a sea voyage and 
any question arises of shooting an albatross, take care that you 
are the man who does it. For this old salt, as you reaUze, was 
the only man of the whole crew who came back safely home. 
All his dear companions, like those of Ulysses in the Odyssey, 
were drowned or destroyed. What is more the miserable old 
humbug was not only shrived of his sin by a hermit good, who 
dwelt in a wood, but had the subsequent pleasure (which will 
be appreciated by any raconteur) of telling the whole story to 
a man who was going to a wedding, of outshining everybody 
including no doubt the bridegroom and the bride, and making 
them far more unhappy than himself. He probably lived on the 
anecdote for the rest of his Ufe. ‘Here comes the old man of the 
sea’ people would say in taverns. ‘Get him to tell you the yam 
about the albatross that he once found tied around his neck.’ And 
that would mean another quart of beer for the Ancient Mariner.” 

Or he would read Gray’s verses about the cat that was drowned 
in a bowl of gold fish, with its conclusion : 

Not all that tempts your wandering eyes 
And heedless hearts is lawful prize 
Nor all that glisters gold. 

and he would remark upon it : 

“The proper moral of this poem is entirely misconceived by 
the poet. The cat didn’t want gold. What she wanted was 
fish. If she had succeeded in catching them and found that they 
were not fish, but gold, she would have been grievously dis- 
appointed. But fish they were, and she had Httle means (poor 
thing) of knowing that she had no business to eat them. All that 
she could have learned, if she had survived, would be that glass 
is a slippery substance which gives no firm hold for the paws. 
No more illogical or nonsensical lesson than that conveyed by 
the poet could be imagined by the mind of man.” 
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Or yet again he might call our attention to Rudyard Kipling’s 
perpetually quoted poem called If. “Here,” he would tell us, 
“the poet, after reciting a long series of almost impossible virtues, 
ends by saying what? That if you can do all these things : 

Yours is the world and everything that’s in it 
And what is more you’ll be a man, my son. 

Supposing that there were a few hundred out of every miUion 
human beings capable of reaching this pitch of perfection, each 
of them would possess the world, which would cause infinite 
confusion, quarrelHng and bloodshed, and each of them, more- 
over, could attain to the triumph of being what every other male 
being presumably is — ^namely a man.” 

I do not think that this lecturer was really a cynic. He was 
dealing with a lot of rather “tough” students, and he argued that 
we should hke a little amusement (mixed with logic) at the end 
of our dose of literature. And I recall him thus clearly, because 
if I had read and learned all the notes that I didn’t take at his 
lectures, and those of his colleagues, I might at this moment be 
a retired Indian civil servant, which would have been of Httle use 
to India, and none at all to me. 

This reminiscence, however, seems to bring me rather more 
near to myself. How hard it is in an essay about one’s life to keep 
away from the character that one most wishes to avoid! I was 
never a good pupil at all. It seemed to me that lessons were always 
thrust upon me, and that they were never the things I cared about 
or wanted to know. Yet I suppose Life was there (at the desk) 
all the time, and saying quietly, “Well, if I don’t teach you, nothing 
will.” (Though even that may not be orthodox theology.) I 
had to make experiments, of course. I fancy I am right in saying 
that if Life taught one nothing we would not be able to see or 
stand or walk or speak. But how disappointing many of the 
experiments were. Consider for instance one of the most elementary 
laws of dynamics. A small boy, not more than ten years old, who 
came to live in a large industrial town, I was much impressed by 
the way that men or larger boys jumped off trams (we are back 
on the rails again) before they had stopped. We had steam trams 
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in those days, towed by a little engine in a sort of square box, 
the only kind of trams that have seemed to have any romance for 
me. I have never found any spiritual exaltation in electric 
trams. 

I thought to myself, I, too, will leap off a moving tram, and 
going to the platform with my back to the conductor, and sum- 
moning up all my courage I did so. I immediately fell on my back 
in the mud. There must be something wrong here, I reflected. 
The next time I kept my eyes on the conductor, and jumped off 
backwards. I immediately fell face forward in the mud. You 
need not think that I was daunted. Afterwards by patience, 
perseverance, practice (though not, I suppose, in any spirit of 
jesting) I learned to be very good at jumping off a moving tram 
(tliey did not go very fast) and I think I could still do it, if we 
still used steam trams. Time has taken away the value of that 
lesson, as it has taken away the pride I felt in my earliest bicycle, 
and the lessons I learned from it, one of which was that if you 
go fast enough down a long country lane, and hit a cow, you 
may find yourself in a field on the other side of the hedge. I 
could write many things also about the riding of horses at this 
point, and about Flanders in 1917, but I shall forbear. 

It is rather of moral lessons that, I think, I am compelled to 
speak, and difladence falls again about me like a dark robe. 

I remember one. 

About ten years after the first event of which I have spoken, 
I was supposed to be reading, or beginning to read for one of 
those examinations which seem to have been invented for me 
to avoid. I was staying at a country vicarage, and the daughter 
of the house, finding me in a day-dream with my book on political 
economy on the floor, said to me : “I know what is the matter 
with you. You have no ambition.*' 

“By that sin fell the angels," I told her. (You see I had been 
reading something or other.) 

“It is the last infirmity of noble minds." 

She considered this, and then, “I think," she went on, “that 
you will always be able to find an excuse for not doing what 
you don’t want to do." 
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It Struck me that she was an amazingly wise and clever girl, 
and I asked her to marry me. I have always been glad that her 
refusal was so firm. If there is no lesson to be learned from this, 
Life must be a very bad schoolmaster indeed. 

What I should have liked to say about hfe is that it had taught 
me how to write, but alas! it would not be true. If it is my 
"‘occupational activity*' (I believe that is the correct and fearful 
phrase), it has always caused me infinite annoyance and pain. 
I did not wish to begin and I did not wish to go on. I do not 
wish to go on now. At the age of three (I fancy) John Stuart 
Mill could write in Greek ; at the age of seven Lord Macaulay 
wrote a Compendium of Universal History and three cantos of “The 
Batde of Cheviot.” I refrained. What strange disinclination it 
was that with-held me from these exercises I cannot now recall. 
But most probably then, even as now, I clearly perceived that my 
own thoughts and fancies were far more beautiful to me, far 
more intensely true, than they could ever be, set down on paper 
with pen and ink ; and that so set down they would be ruined 
for evermore. They come to me almost always in the bathroom 
before breakfast. And when breakfast is over they are gone. 
They appear to be the product of soap and water and steam, 
and (short of thinking aloud, and having a dictaphone in the 
bathroom) I do not see how they could be preserved. But they 
have existed for me, and I have had great pleasure in them. The 
loss is the world’s, not mine. 

Moreover, taxing my memory, I find that I did not write the 
first thing I wrote at all. The &st thing, I mean, that I was not 
compelled to write : I had it in my head (it was a piece of verse) 
and I repeated it to a friend, I think I was about nineteen years 
old at the time. He said, “You ought to have that printed,” but 
I demurred. I did not like it well enough, and repeating it again 
I wanted to alter it. But he said, “If you don’t have it printed, 
I shall. I shall send it to a paper under your name.” And this 
in fact was what he did. I don’t exaedy owe him a grudge, for 
in other ways he was a good man. But his action gready influenced 
my life, and I rather resented it at the time. I also feel that if 
he had not behaved in this impetuous fashion, I might have brought 
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the words more nearly into the shape I wanted — they might have 
been almost ready for pubheation now. 

Into a sort of life then I drifted or was driven, where I mimicked 
other men’s words and examined with a faint curiosity other 
men’s minds. No doubt I have learned a great deal. I have 
learned, for instance, that beyond fame and riches, adventure and 
piety, beyond wit and science and wisdom the people of this 
country value their sense of humour. That is the one thing that 
they take seriously. They boast of it, when they would not 
dream of boasting that they were good or brave. I must suppose 
that even in the wreck of their fortunes they often cry, “All is 
lost save humour.’’ The husbands leaving their wives and hurry- 
ing to their clubs are wont to murmur, “I could not love thee 
dear so much, loved I not humour more,’’ and that a day may 
come during a great international crisis when a statesman will 
be pelted with roses for crying, “I have brought back peace with 
humour.’’ 

The great men of the Brains Trusts who gather to talk to us 
on the air have sometimes said that a sense of humour is the 
greatest gift of all. They should know. Yet I find that every- 
body has it. Demosthenes, searching London with an arc-light, 
would not discover a humourless man. That is why on the same 
day I open one letter which begins : 

Sir, 

I flatter myself on my sense of humour, but neither I nor any 
of my friends can see any point in the joke at the bottom of 
page 173. We are still trying hard, but if we do not succeed 
in a few days, we shall give up the attempt in disgust. 

and another which says : 

Dear Sir, 

I can boast that I know a good joke when I see one, and as 
soon as I looked at the bottom of page 173 I burst into such 
a roar of merriment that the whole house shook. When my 
friends had seen it we made such a noise that the neighbours 
threatened us with violence, and the police were called in. 
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I often wonder that the insurance companies do not take the 
matter up. 

There was, for instance, the terrible affair of the two hippopotami. 
This was a picture in which two of these creatures were shown in 
an African swamp, and one was saying to the other, “I keep 
thinking it’s Tuesday.” This wrecked many a home. 

One day, when I thought the storm had blown over I heard 
a loud puffing on the stairs, and a very large red-faced man with 
eyes bulging from his head, came into my room. He made a 
few remarks about the weathei, and then said : “There was one 
thing that I particularly wished to see you about. You had a 
picture about two hippopotamuses.” 

“Hippopotami,” I said nervously to gain time. 

“What was the point of it all?” 

I shifted in my chair. I took up a ruler and put it down. I 
gazed at the windows, the walls. 

“Well, you see,” I said, “it’s like this. Here arc these two 
animals out there in an African swamp far away from civilization, 
wallowing, if you understand what I mean ” 

“Precisely.” 

“And one of them says to the other, as I might say to you, 
or you to me here in London — here in this room, ‘I keep thinking 
it’s Tuesday’ — the sort of thing one does say at times, and ” 

“I see. But why hippopotamuses?” 

“Oh well. I don’t know. But ” 

“And why Tuesday?” 

“I can’t tell you,” I said desperately. “I think they must have 
got into the paper by accident.” 

“Ah,” he said with great satisfaction, “I thought so. That’s 
all I wanted to know,” And he went, puffing, away. 

Next to their sense of humour, I have learned, people value 
their dogs. So many have sent me poems about their dogs, that 
I once determined to take up the whole subject scientifically, and 
in a way which suited the age in which we live. I called my 
work The Problems of Doghood, and began : 

We have surely got past the old bad days when correction 
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and chastisement could be employed with advantage on the 
dog-child, and begin to realize that a system of obsolete and 
meaningless taboos must end by establishing morbid and troubling 
fixatures in the dog-soul, such as transferred rat-suspicions, 
illusory parasite complexes and bone sepulture. Psycho- 
pathology is what the dog-soul needs. 

I soon found the topic was one on which I could write both 
convincingly and well. 

We want the dogs of this generation to become different 
and better sires and dams, producing broader-minded and less 
irrational puppies in the next. There is an urgent need of a 
body of sympathetic cynoanalysts who will study the individual 
members of a given litter with kindness, reason and under- 
standing. . . , 

I went on to discuss particular cases, as for instance that of A, 
an Airedale terrier who contracted a habit of pursuing sheep, and 
even began to snarl at X, a frequent visitor to the house, who 
had a face amazingly like that of a sheep. 

A’s attitude towards X, I wrote, was a clear case of “ambiva- 
lenf ’ love-hate, X being identified with the object of A*s repressed 
libido, i.e. a sheep. The proper course was to have taken out 
A for several walks, on a strong lead, accompanied by a sheep, 
which could have been borrowed for the purpose, attached to 
another strong lead . . . and subsequently X should have been 
introduced as a fourth member of the party, either with or 
without a lead, and treated conversationally in such a manner 
that A began to distinguish him clearly and continually from 
a sheep, so that both complexes would have been finally 
resolved. 

Too many dog-owners, I concluded, are influenced by the 
old and tyrannical superstition which regards the dog-soul as 
a possession-object rather than a responsibility-motive, or by 
the equally abominable idea of dog-idolatry, which substitutes 
the pet-wish and the pauper-love for a true realization of the 
dog-dog’s moral and spiritual good. 
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The result of this Uttle essay was very gratifying. Several 
people wrote to congratulate me and say how heartily they agreed 
with my theories, and two of them enclosed photographs of their 
dogs. 

It was only when I passed on from dog-owners to the difficulty 
of people who could not decide what dog to own, and said : 

They can be obtained in any size from roughly (or even 
smoothly) four foot six inches by one foot, to eleven inches 
by five ... on the whole a medium size and a neutral colour 
without pattern are advisable, with both ends slightly blunted, 
and the legs, which should number four in all, should be of 
sufficient strength to carry the body without fatigue, 

that I began to get into difficulties with the Kennel Club. And 
one lady wrote to tell me that it was not silly but in bad taste to 
jest on a serious theme. 

It should be obvious from what I have said that to deal intensively 
and almost exclusively with such matters, is a very responsible 
task, and does not lead to any lightness of heart. 

I was always impressed by the very old story that used to appear 
in advertisements of a famous effervescent saline. It ran something 
like this : 

A very woe-begone man once came to visit Dr. Abemethy, 
the famous physician. 

“You should take more recreation from your work,“ he 
was told. “Why don’t you go and see Grimaldi the great 
clown?’ 

“I am Grimaldi,^’ replied the visitor. 

But I hke to tell it the other way round. 

A very woe-begone man sat through a whole performance by 
Grimaldi, the great clown, without a smile on his face. 

Meeting him afterwards, Grimaldi said : “There must be some- 
thing wrong with your health. Why don’t you go and see Dr. 
Abemethy the famous physician?” 

“I am Dr. Abemethy,” was the reply. 
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It comes to the same thing in the end. And if what I have 
written does not seem to be a full and candid recital of my life 
and character, and the morals to be drawn from it, you must 
take the whole essay, as I suggested at the very beginning, to 
one of Dr. Abemethy’s successors. You will be surprised. 
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Born in Bristol in 1864. Leaving day school at the age oj 
twelve he afterwards gained a scholarship to the Royal 
College of Science in 1886 and rose to become a Fellow oj 
the Royal Society and President of the British Association 
for the Advancement of Science from 1940-46, For many 
years Editor of ^'Nature* — the weekly journal of inter'- 
national science. 


E very child comes into the world with animal instincts 
common to the offspring of all human parents. By birth 
it is given the right to live and grow through the use of 
the powers with which it is endowed. The two factors involved in 
this process are Nature and Nurture : one represented by inborn 
abihties: the other by the means available for the exercise of them. 

A new-born babe has not to learn how to obtain the nourish- 
ment necessary to keep alive, any more than have the young of 
other living creatures. It knows by instinct what it wants, “And 
with no language but a cry,” seeks to satisfy its natural needs. All 
its actions are determined by these needs and the way in which 
they are supplied. There can be training in habits, just as other 
animals train their young, but learning from hfe begins when 
thought and instinct are combined in purposeful action. 

The primary needs of human life are food, shelter and clothing, 
all of which have, under primitive conditions, to be obtained from 
natural surroundings. What there is to learn under such conditions, 
and how to acquire the knowledge necessary for survival, constitute 
the elements of the practical education of young people. The 
training for this kind of existence is comparable with that given to 
animals maintained for the service of man; and when the primary 
wants of life are provided as the result, there is similar contentment. 
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When a child has learned to stand upright on its two feet and 
to walk instead of crawl it represents a stage of evolution at which 
the human race emerged from its purely animal ancestry. With 
his head high in the air, a man became able to free liimself from 
the limitations imposed upon him by Nature and to create a world 
of his own. He has thus superimposed an artificial life upon his 
natural Hfe, and introduced a process of cultural evolution which 
is independent of natural conditions, except in so far as they can 
be used for his own ends. Like other creatures, he inherits certain 
instincts as “action patterns,” but every human being has to acquire 
knowledge and wisdom for himself. 

By the exercise of these instincts, such social insects as bees and 
ants carry on their marvellous communal work from one generation 
to another, but always in the same natural way, and only where 
natural conditions arc favourable for their existence. Each new 
generation of insects can survive only if it is bom under these 
conditions ; and the children of mankind are no better provided 
for in their infancy. In civilized communities they come into being 
in circumstances which are biologically and morally artificial, while 
tlieir instincts are purely of an animal kind. 

The basic characters of civilized man are the same as they were 
thousands of years ago, in spite of all individual and social attain- 
ments. Each generation starts with the same natural instincts, yet 
each has to leam afresh to adapt itself to an unnatural environment, 
and to acquire a new consciousness of what is good or evil. The 
social and cultural conditions change in place and time, but human 
nature remains in most respects unaltered, except perhaps in the 
capacity to leam and the means of passing on wisdom and knowledge 
to succeeding generations. The only sense in which we can truly 
say that we stand on the shoulders of our ancestors is that we can 
see more of their achievements and are provided with more 
powerful weapons to control or subdue forces of Nature. 

The kind of start given to life depends upon the circumstances 
in which it is shaped, both materially and spiritually. What is 
first taught, and what has to be learnt in early years, is a way of 
life which conforms to the ideas of the class or community in 
which the growing human organism is placed. The food thus 
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provided for body, mind and spirit is what is regarded as suitable 
and right in the estabhshed social order. Sacred worship as well 
as secular works are the elements of adaptation to this order, 
though their forms vary greatly, according to geographical 
divisions and conditions of life in them. 

All these influences give trend to what are conceived to be right 
ways of living by doing. As such they are enduring forces in the 
formation of character, which in man implies action guided by a 
will conscious of moral or ethical standards. Human conduct is 
determined by actions in this sense. It may thus be distinguished 
from the instinctive or unconscious impulse which, in other 
creatures, represents purely biological reaction to a stimulus. 

Where anyone is bom and begins to Hve as a member of a 
community determine, therefore, what there is to learn in 
particular surroundings and the kind of training imparted. To 
acquire knowledge or skill by deHberate exercise of hand and 
brain is the way of learning : the simple desire to know is curiosity 
and is an instinctive attribute not pecuUar to human beings. 
Inquisitiveness may combine curiosity with inteUigent inquiry 
and need not be confounded with impertinence or irreverence. 

Interest in a subject is the main motive of learning from the 
stage of casual curiosity in things and phenomena to that of 
concentrated thought and inquiry into meanings. At the dawn of 
intelligence in infancy, the reactions to what is seen, heard or felt 
are wonders. Then comes the ability to identify objects and to 
leam the sounds or names by which things are called. In general, 
this psychological stage, when the question “What is it?” is asked 
of everything brought before the young mind, lasts to the age of 
about ten or eleven years. Then, and for four years or so, comes 
the question, especially in boys, “How does it work?” or “How is 
it made?” With the fuU advent of adolescence the mind is ready 
to be interested in the “Why ” and the “Wherefore” of things 
and to understand principles derived from acquired knowledge 
of their properties and actions. 

The presence and activity of these three phases of mental 
development indicate common attitudes of response of human 
senses to natural objects and phenomena. Though young minds 
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experience the urge of all three motives, yet each becomes dominant 
during certain periods of normal growth, and each varies in 
strength and duration according to individual inclinations. 

In these respects there are as many variations as there are in 
the physical forms and faces of human beings. The stock from 
which a child springs implants the power of attaining a certain 
stature, and the fertility of the soil is a measure of opportunity to 
grow. There are thus hmitations of natural capacities to learn, 
whatever nurturing influences may be available. All that can 
reasonably be asked of a social community by a member of it is 
opportunity to grow to the limits of inborn capacities, and to 
Uve a full and progressive life in his surroundings. 

The American Declaration of Independence announced as 
“self-evident truths : that all men are created equal ; that they 
are endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights ; 
that among these are Hfe, hberty, and the pursuit of happiness.” 
The characteristic of Nature, from the lowest forms of life to the 
highest is, however, not equaHty but diversity. What is regarded 
as the right kind of Ufe to live, and what means are provided to 
pursue it, are decided by prevailing social conditions, with freedom 
of choice to accept them or fight against them in the attainment of 
high ideals. 

Everyone of us has to “ Learn t o hve, and Hve to learn.” We 
all learn by experience, butlEs^ften leads to injurious consequences 
wliich can be avoided by learning from the experience of others. 
This is the substance of the process of training, whether the 
guidance is afforded by reading or by word of mouth. In hterature 
it may be found as real or imaginary experiences and emotions 
aroused by them, and in history as narratives of repercussions 
between new and old ideas about human rights and duties and 
the structure of society. 

H. G. Wells’s works — ^novels, fantastic and imaginative romances 
and books upon social, religious and poHtical questions — describe 
a wide range of experiences of hfe and what he learnt from them. 
In the two volumes of his Experiment in Autobiography which run 
into more than eight hundred pages, he dealt frankly and broadly 
with hfe as it was given to him and what he learnt from it. The 
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subtitle of the work is “Discoveries and Conclusions of a Very 
Ordinary Brain/* by which he meant to imply that he was like 
other men in his feelings and in his attitude towards Hfc as a whole. 
He was far from being strong in body, and had several serious 
breakdowns in health when a young man, yet he overcame these 
bodily weaknesses by the power of his mind and the desire to 
learn and to express his reactions to knowledge right unto the last. 

It is given to very few even to approach his genius, or to have 
so many adventures in different walks of life, yet everyone shares 
in similar experiences, and can learn from them that they need 
not submit, Hkc a creature of the field, to be a victim of circum- 
stances. In one of Wells’s books, he makes a character say : “Find 
the thing you want to do intensely, make sure that’s it, and do it 
with all your might. If you live, well and good ; if you die, well 
and good. Your purpose is done.’’ That is the spirit in which 
hfe should be lived, with “well-being” and “well-doing” as the 
guiding principles and mastery of yourself as the driving force 
against circumstances which oppose their fulfilment. 

These with other principles already referred to relate to the 
art of living, or the philosophy of life. They are generalizations 
arrived at as the result of studies of human nature in its impulses 
and reactions, as recorded in lives lived and things thought and 
done. They show what can be learnt from life as well as what has 
been learnt in societies by individual members of them. 

Every living person exercises an influence upon others and is 
influenced by them. At all stages of civilization certain basic 
codes of human conduct have existed as elements of survival. 
These rules are formulated to bind people together in particular 
kinds of social structure and are expected to be known, whether 
they are observed or not. They always include standards of moral 
goodness, using this term in its widest sense, as well as of physical 
fitness. To attain any standard above that of the lower animals 
demands the control of inherited instincts by the force of thought. 
The higher the aim of individual life the more difficult are the 
lessons which have to be learnt to reach it, but the struggles 
strengthen the discipline by which the human race has separated 
itself from its animal ancestry through a long and painful history. 
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Civilization is essentially distinguished from barbarism, and 
man from other creatures, by the effects of high ethical ideals 
upon human conduct. Many of these ideals are common to all 
peoples and all religious faiths. They are taught as guiding 
principles of Buddhism, Confucianism and Hinduism as well as 
in Hebraism and the less ancient religions of Christianity and Islam; 
and they all include the Golden Rule : “Hurt not others with that 
which pains yourself,’* or as laid down by Jesus of Nazareth in 
the Sermon on the Mount : “All things therefore whatsoever ye 
would that men should do unto you, even so do ye also unto them.** 

That such a rule should be a universal standard of ethics is an 
impressive testimony to a force, working within ourselves, which 
makes for righteousness of life. In everyday life and affairs of 
individuals, classes or nations, it is expressed in the phrase : 
Consideration for Others. This principle promotes qualities of 
brotherly kindness, care for the weak and suffering, mercy, regard 
for justice and other virtues by which men become other than 
animals only. Though it is “More honoured in the breach than 
in the observance,** yet there is an upward trend towards its 
fulfilment, otherwise there would be no noble meaning in life or 
in civilization. 

The present position of the civilized world may represent only 
incipient stages of growth of human aspirations so sublime that 
they may be said to approach the divine. Only by belief in the 
possibility of continuing this upward trend towards the light, and 
action in the spirit of it, can our race be saved from degradation 
and destruction. That is the lesson which has now urgently to be 
learnt, with expectation associated with hope as the stimulus to 
high endeavour. 

Poets and philosophers, as well as founders and interpreters ot 
religious faiths, have shown in their lives and teacliings both 
real and ideal conceptions of a world worthy of the trusteeship of 
it given to the human race. Whether the world was created for 
man or man for the world is a question which cannot be answered 
by positive knowledge, but we do know that every member of 
our race possesses, in varying degrees, certain inherent powers of 
body, mind and spirit which have to be exercised in order to 
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develop. Whatever beliefs are held about the meaning and purpose 
of man’s existence, he finds himself upon a globe which can provide 
every human being with the primary needs of life in full abundance, 
and also with a mind which can appreciate such abstract quahties 
as beauty and love, goodness, justice and mercy. 

Though our planet be only a particle in a universe of thousands 
of millions of visible and invisible material bodies, it is probably 
unique in a particular combination of physical conditions which 
have led to the evolution of human life upon it. There may be 
living organisms on other globes but they would not be cast in 
exactly the same mould of circumstances. If there are intelligent 
beings in the heavens around us, to them we are in their celestial 
regions, with powers to make this world of ours an exalted 
dwelling-place by service to high ideals. 

There is a beautiful legend among the primitive natives of 
Australia : that a conspicuous dark patch of the Milky Way in the 
constellation of the Southern Cross, and known to mariners as 
the “coal-sack,” is the entrance into the star-lit dome of their 
heaven. The trail of a shooting star is beUeved to be the rope which 
a blackfellow climbs when he dies. He carries the loose end of 
the rope with him as he moves upward, and when he reaches the 
roof he throws the rope down again as the streak of a shooting 
star to be grasped by another blackfellow whom it touches. It is 
a long climb to the top of the dome and difEcult to get through 
the hole in it, but even after this has been done, another journey just 
as long has to be made over the roof to come back again to the flat 
earth, this time as a black ancestor bleached by age intoa whitefellow. 

The story is symbohe of human life and its immortal spirit. 
Everyone has to climb up the rope and must throw the loose end 
down again for another to use. How high our heavens are above 
our earthly selves depends upon our own conceptions of them, 
and the efforts made to reach them. The value of these efforts 
should not, however, be measured in terms of self-help but of 
service to others, and thus be given truly humanistic standards. 
This does not mean that every undertaking in life can or should 
be based only on altruistic principles, but that personal goodness 
or fitness of mind or body ought not to be gained by depriving 
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Others of the powers or opportunities to attain similar advantages. 

The world is made up of many sorts of people and degrees of 
class and moral consciousness which direct desires and determine 
opportunities. The start in Ufe has the same diversities of powers 
and equipment to walk steadfastly along the way towards the light. 
Long before this way was shovm on scripts for the guidance of 
men it was known in their hearts. It is expressed in the proverbial 
folk-lore of peoples of all tribes and races as unwritten laws of 
conduct and ethics and is found in all religions and philosophies 
of life. The lives and works of revered teachers of this gospel 
represent the fervent spirit by which the light of the lamp has 
been increased in its range throughout the ages. Though made 
up of many colours, the composite beam is white to all who 
look for it and use it to guide their courses on the sea of life. 

With this beacon to guide the way, charts to show the rocks 
and currents by which many lives have been wrecked, and a 
compass which always gives true bearings, every mariner has the 
power and means to make his voyage a worthy and successful 
adventure. He cannot, however, reach the right port unless he 
first learns how to plot a true course and steers his own ship along it. 

“A community,’* wrote Henrik Ibsen, “is hke a ship ; every 
one ought to be prepared to take the helm.” Our parents and 
relatives form the master, crew and passengers of the ship in the 
book of which each one of us is entered as a child. The discipline 
of this ship has strong influences upon the development of character 
in early years. When the apprenticeship stage is reached we are 
being taught how to live, and it depends upon ourselves what 
exertions we make to learn to pass from the stage of ordinary 
seaman, to mate or master mariner. The higher the aim, the 
longer and more intense are the efforts needed to attain it. It is 
given to every one to qualify to take the helm of his own life in 
whatever seas he may have to sail. Tbe spirit should be that of 
the familiar couplet from W. E. Henley’s “Invictus” : 

I am the master of my fate. • 

I am the captain of my soul. \ 

We all have to make the voyage of life, however long or short 
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this may be or varied our horizons. Each has, therefore, a story 
to tell of places and people, of scenes and experiences, hopes and 
frustrations, belonging especially to himself and worth relating 
to others. Depth and extent of knowledge afford no measure of 
“goodness” of life : neither does the acquisition of power or of 
riches. Nobility of character is not the exclusive possession of 
any class or age ; it is to be found in all social ranks from the 
lowest to the highest : from those with little book-knowledge to 
peers in worlds of learning. The basic principles of life are the 
same for the whole human race : communities and individual 
members of them may be said truly to give the word civilization 
a worthy meaning when they really put these principles into 
practice. 

The sum and substance of what can be learnt from life must 
be stated in principles, whether as essential elements of reUgious 
faiths or as philosophic conclusions. 

In their appeal to the throbbing human heart, the messages 
embodied in the sacred literature of the world may well be said 
to be of such exalted excellence as to approach the divine. Some 
philosophies of life suggest ideal aims of man and conditions of 
society, with the pursuit of knowledge as a virtue and virtue its 
own reward. Other standards of uprightness common to all 
religions and ethical systems are those of Love and Charity, Justice 
and Mercy, Truth and Wisdom, Humility and Purity. It is by 
aspiring towards these ideals that the human race differs from 
other animate groups and expresses its intrinsic soul. 

There is in the Collection of Babylonian and Assyrian Antiquities 
of the British Museum a fragment of a tablet containing a number 
of moral precepts of this kind, which are said to include instructions 
given to the first man and woman to be created. They were 
included in the great Code of Laws of Hammurabi four thousand 
years ago, as rules to be observed by all classes of society in Babylon 
at that time. They appear with laws concerning religion, justice, 
private and social rights and duties as physical and moral principles 
of the Mosaic code, as they do in rules of right ways of living laid 
down in the ancient civilizations of Egypt, India and China. 
Though everywhere the giver of moral laws is believed to be a 
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supreme deity, responsibility for their observance is placed upcMip 
the peoples who are subject to them. 

The existence of this moral background, and the persistence^ 
with which exhortations have been made to paint inspiring pictures, 
upon it, are the most significant factors in the history of civilization. 
The canvas may differ in time and place, but there are certaia 
eternal values by which work upon it during life can be judged, 
and consciousness of them is a distinctive characteristic of human 
life. Whether attained or attainable, high ideals of worthy ways, 
of living have been taught by saints and sages throughout civilized 
times and approached in varying degrees by their followers.. 
They are concerned with conduct of hfe upon earth ; and East 
and West are united in their principles. 

In the sixth century b.c., Gautama Buddha taught his first 
monks that the right or middle way of life was between the two- 
extremes of excessive gratification and mortification of the flesh. 
This is the path which leads to insight, knowledge and wisdom and. 
conduccs to calm : 

It is the noble eightfold path, namely : right view, right- 
intention, right speech, right action, right livelihood, right 
endeavour, right mindfulness, right meditation. 

To the Western world, St. Paul, as an Apostle of the founder 
of Christianity, gave a similar message in his Epistle to the 
Corinthians when he said : 

Whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things are honourable, 
whatsoever things are just, whatsoever things are pure, what- 
soever things are lovely, whatsoever things are of good report ; 
if there be any virtue, and if there be any praise, think on these 
tilings. 

There are as many Buddhists in the geographical world as, 
there are Christians ; and the two faiths together are taught to 
more than half the total human population of two thousand 
million. Humanity has, however, still far to go before ways of 
life anywhere approach through works the ideals presented by 
its spiritual leaders. 

All that has been said so far in this article relates to what can^ 
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be Icamt by anyone about principles and practices of life as 
responses of human nature to external conditions, whether real 
or ideal. It is an outline of powers and possibilities of cultural 
development, using this phrase in the sdnse of growth of body 
and mind for the purposes of the spirit. It represents the views 
of many people on the nature of man and the structure of society 
by wise and practical service towards a goal of general goodness. 
Where, how and why these conclusions have been reached by a 
particular individual after eighty-three years of contact with other 
lives, from the poorest to the richest in every quality, have, 
therefore, now to be included in a reply to the specific question 
of what I, personally, have learnt from hfe. 

It is only because this article would not be complete without 
a sketch of my own hfe that I am induced now to draw it. I 
came into being in a room of a house in a mean street of the City 
of Bristol. My father was a boot-finisher by trade but a poet by 
nature, and he produced during his Hfe several volumes of beautiful 
verse. His father was for sixty years a lay preacher of the 
Wesleyan Society at Bideford, Devon, where a tablet is erected 
to his revered memory. 

After leaving school at twelve years of age, I became in succession 
a newspaper boy, a machine boy at a printers, and an apprentice 
to “cheking,” or cutting-out uppers of boots and shoes, in a 
factory in Bristol. Before this stage, I had read many books, 
including all that I could get hold of by Captain Marryat and 
Dickens, followed by Scott and Thackeray. When I was about 
fifteen years of age I began to attend a night school to renew my 
acquaintance with arithmetic and other subjects for which I had 
no need in my daily work. While an apprentice also, I attended 
the Latin class at what is now the Merchant Venturers College, 
Bristol, and managed to gain the prize in it at the end of the year. 
My working hours in the factory were from 8 a.m. to 6.30 or 
7 p.m., but I was keen to learn and studied for at least an hour 
before going to the factory and also in the evenings as a recreation 
for the body and mind after standing all day at a bench. 

I had served more than four years of my five-year apprenticeship 
when the headmaster at Clifton College, Canon J. M. Wilson, 
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who was an admirer of the personality and poems of my beloved 
father, invited me to see him at his house and to bring my Smith’s 
Prittcipia Latina with me. The result of the interview gave me 
much encouragement and led a few months later to my being 
offered the post of what is commonly known as “bottle-washer” 
in the science department of the College. I am sure that there 
were many youths in Bristol at the time better qualified than 
I was to become a laboratory assistant, and that the chief reason 
why Canon Wilson offered me this minor post was that I should 
have much more time to continue my general studies and to 
work especially at science and mathematics. 

As I had not completed my term of apprenticeship when I 
received this offer, my employer’s consent to the cancelling of 
the indentures had to be obtained. He agreed to set me free on 
the payment of ^5, which was kindly advanced to me by the 
chief science master at the College out of my first term’s salary of 
about ^15. 

A new world of knowledge was thus opened to me and my 
heart and pursuits have been in it from that beginning. As 
laboratory assistant I had the care of instruments and materials 
required for the teaching of elementary physics and chemistry 
and was able to listen to the lessons given as well as to prepare the 
practical demonstrations of them. I had the great particular 
advantage of being able to use the equipment by myself in experi- 
ments and to have access to good textbooks of science and 
mathematics. I was also fortunate in being associated with the 
use of instruments in a small astronomical observatory at the College. 

After about three years of this kind of work and study, I learnt 
that the Science and Art Department held examinations in these 
subjects every May, and I entered my name for several of them. 
The examinations were held throughout England, and from the 
results a few candidates were selected annually to take courses of 
training as science teachers at the Royal College of Science, South 
Kensington. I was fortunate in being one of these successful 
candidates, with the result that I received free education at the 
college for two years with a maintenance graht of one guinea a 
week in the terms. During the long vacation from June to 
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October, I did coaching and other jobs to earn means of living, 
including in one year the taking sole charge, for two months or 
so, of the sale of cameras and photographic materials at a small 
shop in Mortimer Street, off Oxford Street. 

In the year 1885, when I left my native city for London, Ramsay 
MacDonald went there as a guide to a boys’ and young men’s 
club. At that time he thought of taking up science teaching as 
a career, and during his stay of nearly two years in Bristol he 
made a good collection of fossils by excursions to places of interest 
in the surrounding district. There was then a fine group of social 
and labour leaders in the city and Ramsay lodged in the house of 
one of them. Under this influence he joined a branch of the Social 
Democratic Federation. My father was one of this pioneer band 
of social reformers ; and from its school came Ben Tillett, who, 
like myself, was apprenticed to a bootmaker ; Jim O’Grady, 
who afterwards became Sir James O’Grady and High Commissioner 
in the Commonwealth of Australia ; and later, the present great 
statesman and Foreign Secretary, Ernest Bevin. 

Each of these Hves is an example of mastery of circumstances 
instead of passive acceptance of them, by choosing independendy 
the road to follow. Ramsay MacDonald’s early ambition was 
to become a science teacher and he retained his interest in scientific 
subjects throughout his life. It was almost by accident that he 
entered the field of the social sciences through the Labour 
Movement, but it was through his own personahty and powers 
that he became the head of the movement as Prime Minister of the 
first Labour Government. 

My own youth was lived in the same atmosphere as that which 
inspired Ramsay, and I still like to breathe it, but again almost 
by accident I entered another domain in which the air was different 
in its nurtural elements and was found by me congenial to growth. 
I do not suppose for a moment that Ramsay regretted devoting 
himself to a poHtical career instead of to science, but he learnt 
in his later years how unstable is a reputation in it ; and on one 
occasion he said to me, in recollection of our early hopes and 
intentions : “You chose the better path.” 

While at die Royal College of Science I first came into contact 
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with H. G. Wells, who was then also a science teacher in training 
tliere. He was my closest and dearest friend for more than sixty 
years afterwards, and he is as alive to me today in spirit as he has 
always been though his heart ceased to beat in the month of 
August, 1946. After leaving the college, each of us became 
engaged in science teaching, he first in private schools and then 
at a coaching institution in London, while I first became a science 
demonstrator at H.M. Dockyard School, Portsmouth, to return 
two years later to the college as a research assistant in astronomical 
physics under Sir Norman Lockycr. 

Wells’s career as a professional teacher came to an end in 1893, 
through a breakdown in health, and he then began to earn his 
living by writing reviews and articles for the periodical Press. 
Two years later, when his first book. The Time Machine, was 
published, he was recognized as a new star coming above the 
horizon of the world of letters, soon to reach the first magnitude 
in an international constellation. His life and mine came very 
close together in that period, and we continued to travel along 
parallel lines from much the same starting-point but always on 
my part whth deep admiration of the brighmess and power of his 
being. What we had in common was a training in powers of 
observation and experiment as ways and means of acquiring 
knowledge at first-hand and arriving at correct judgments from 
the evidence obtained. As teachers we had the experience of 
explaining to students what had been seen, done and found out, 
and that work had to be undertaken personally in order to under- 
stand its meaning. 

Before our tracks in life became parallel and yet in the same 
direction, Wells had shown his genius of expression in contri- 
butions to educational and other periodicals. His Textbook oj 
Biology, published in 1893, enabled many thousands of medical 
students and others — Lord Horder among them — to pass certain 
qualifying examinations successfully. Before that date, I had 
written three textbooks of Physiography, which means the study 
of natural things, properties and events on the earth and in the 
sky, and is now known as Everyday Science. I had also done a 
fair amount of abstracting scientific papers and writing articles for 
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various journals, not so much for payment or other form of 
reward but because of the urge within us to learn and express 
ourselves, just as artists and poets do in their own fields. 

When I became assistant editor of the weekly journal of science, 
Nature, in 1893, Wells also entered upon what became his lifers 
work in another international field. We had found for ourselves 
conditions in which we could grow without restrictions placed 
upon us by the state of life to which we had been called by birth 
and early circumstances. Whether conditions of development 
are favourable or unfavourable, work has to be done in one way 
or another in order to live, with working well in what we have 
the capacity to do as the aim. 

More satisfaction is found in this way of Hfe than living mainly 
for pleasure. In whatever kind of daily labour anyone may be 
engaged, most people in modem communities have sufficient 
hours of leisure to express themselves in other constructive ways, 
not necessarily to change their everyday occupations but to 
cultivate their particular gifts and to find enjoyment in doing so. 
The greater the opportunities afforded for the development of 
these creative motives in association with other humanistic 
attributes, the higher will become the quality of civihzcd society. 
Many kinds of work are necessary to build such a structure, whether 
done willingly or unwillingly and with or without pride in 
what is done. The differences are illustrated in the following 
parable of three men engaged in everyday occupations and what 
they thought of their labours. 

“Three stonecutters were at work, and a passer-by said to each 
in turn ‘What arc you doing?’ 

One said, ‘I am cutting stone.’ 

The next replied, ‘I am earning my living.^ 

The answer of the third was, ‘I am building a cathedral.’ ” 

This story may appropriately conclude what I have learnt from 
life : that work is a necessity and may be done in a mechanical 
way or to cam payment in one form or another, or with high 
ideals as its spirit. It is possible to combine all three purposes 
in shaping the structure of both life and society, each generation 
contributing its part to add strength and beauty to inspired designs. 
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F irst reaction to this searching question is apt to be 
the unflattering suspicion that a longish opportunity of 
learning has not, in fact, taught one much. In my own case, 
I am painfully aware of the gap that separates the person that, in 
youth, I wanted to be and, at times, dreamed of one day becoming, 
from the person that today I am. There are aspects in which I 
have changed, and not for the better : others in which, alas, I 
have not changed, but remain what I then was. 

This, though true, is not, however, the whole truth. The 
years have not taught me all they might, and certainly far less 
than I could have wished. Yet they have taught me something. 
The deposit is not grandiose. It is, rather, trite and lamentably 
simple. One merit, however, it has. It can be passed on. 
Others may make better use of it than I have been able to do. 
And it is, I am sure, quite fundamental. 

It is connected, this deposit, with the backward look that carries 
regret for missed opportunities. The regret is there, for much 
that is gone; yet a definite admixture of relief accompanies it. 
The process we call growing up carries its compensations; indeed, 
to me, they are so significant that I find existence at once more 
tolerable and far more interesting now than I did when I was 
young. Disadvantages there are; I am not going to pretend that 
the physical decline that one notices in one’s contemporaries if 
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not always in oneself, while they certainly do notice it, is anything 
but very unpleasant. Lines on the face, grey in the hair, spectacles 
on the nose and so on are distressing to more than the vanity; 
the tendency of eyes, ears, feet to be, if still serviceable, not eitlier 
as quick or as apt as they once were, is unmistakable and vexing. 
Worse is it to have to ask oneself: Is this outward deterioration 
the signal of inward decay? 

That can happen. Sometimes it docs happen. But it need 
not do so. One may be more readily tired. One need not be 
more readily bored. On that, my own answer is unequivocal. 
I find “the great globe itself'" and the people who dwell in it more 
fascinating, not less. Interest in the whole business of being aHve 
can be more acute for the adult, for the middle-aged, and even, 
low be it spoken, for the elderly, than for the young. It is an 
interest with a difference, of course; but that difference can make 
interest more sustained, more constant, and more vivid: not less. 
Experience enlivens, rather than deadens the mind, whatever it 
does to the body. This heightening of interest happens, I am 
convinced, because of, and in proportion to, a shift in the centre 
of interest itself which is, in turn, the signal of achieved adult 
status. When it occurs — and its doing so is in large degree a 
matter of normal experience — ^it brings with it “abundant 
recompense" for whatever is lost through the sheer passage of 
time. This shift I want to track down and describe. 

On the threshold of that enterprise stands a robust lion. This is 
the inclination we all have to romanticize our own youth and 
even youth as such. It is, perhaps, as part of the price of war, 
an exceptionally active lion, at the present hour. Youth is, today, 
extolled, even worshipped. It is not, in part as a result of this 
attitude, undentood. One element in this lack of understanding 
derives from a want of precision in dating. Since I want, for the 
sake of my argument, to draw the contrast between the state of 
being young and that of being adult, I need to get a little more 
precision than is common; thus, I am going to take youth, in 
the sense in which I shall use the term, as ending somewhere in 
the twenties. In my own case, I can mark the passage from 
being young to being grown-up as occurring when I was about 
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twenty-three. I am quite aware than any such demarcation is 
most unhkely to find favour. The contemporary rating of youtli 
carries far into the thirties. Once, J. M. Barrie said, “The stalls 
are full of twenty-nine”; today, for twenty-nine one would have 
to read at least thirty-nine, and confine the dictum neither to the 
stalls, nor to their feminine occupants. Since, with us, and, to 
an even more marked extent, in America, the “accent is on 
youth,” a great many people take a great deal of trouble both to 
“feel young” and to be counted among the young by their 
acquaintances. There is something almost amounting to a cult 
of youtli. The views of the young, as such, arc sought for; 
to have “somebody young” on this or that body is now rated 
as important: second only to having “a woman.” There is, in 
cither case, much the same careless lumping together: all the 
young and all the females are put in one assimilated group, as 
though youth, like sex, carried such distinct differentiatiiig 
characteristics as obliterate individual variety. This crude assimila- 
tion goes on although we have, after all, every one of us been 
young, and ought therefore to remember sometliing about it. 

Of course, on the physical side, the cult has useful aspects. 
It certainly is no bad thing that as many of us as possible should, 
if we can do so without being ridiculous, remain sensitive, active, 
energetic, athletic and slim as long as we can. It is a definitely 
good thing, for us and for the community, that we should go on 
working, and should hold off any slackening or hardening of 
the arteries of body and mind for as long as we can. Let us 
dance and swim; let us keep our windows open, in every sense. 
But it does also matter that we should realize what we are doing 
and not fancy that it is cither possible or desirable to have die still 
healthy body enclose a mind which retains the special characteristics 
of youth. Alertness, zest, readiness to receive new impressions, 
the tolerance and candour which permit, nay compel, reversal 
of earlier judgment — these things arc not the characteristic attributes 
of mental youth; they belong to mental maturity. Mental youth 
has characteristics which distinguish it and set it apart as a defined 
period in mental experience. 

We arc likely to be unfair to die young themselves^ as well as 
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mistaken in our interpretation of existence as a whole, unless we 
try to recapture, without romantic illusions about it, what that 
period felt like, while we were actually passing through it. Youth 
seen through the golden film of memory is one thing: youtli as 
lived is, at any rate in one respect and that a respect which seems 
to me to be of vital significance, another. An incident comes 
back to me, from my childhood, on which I have often pondered 
since, and always found revealing. In the garden of our old 
home, my mother and my Aunt Jane were sitting under the great 
walnut tree, with their sewing; I lay flat on the grass beside them, 
reading. Across my absorption broke the voice of my aunt. 
Hers was a pleasing voice: deep, resonant, the voice of a natural 
singer; she dways maintained that she might have been a great 
singer, but. . . I did not, as a matter of fact, often hear from that 
voice anything I wanted to hear; I did not, on this occasion. 

“I do not see why she should go. After all, she’s young. 
Going or not going won’t matter to her. Being young is enjoy- 
ment enough in itself.” 

Her voice sharpened, as she spoke; it had, on the last phrase, an 
edge — a strange edge, since it was sharpened by envy. Envy 
of me, simply because I was young. 

What the party of pleasure was of which she was anxious to 
have me deprived I have forgotten; I daresay I knew, at the time, 
that my mother would let me go, whatever my aunt said, if I 
much desired to do so. Instinctively, even then, I registered the 
deep difference between the two sisters and reaUzed that my 
mother did not share in the envy animating my aunt, or take her 
position that to be young is, of itself, to be happy — so happy 
that no more is needed. What I did find odd was that my atmt, 
otherwise an intelligent person, could take this view, and, seeing 
youth as a time of carefree happiness, resented it in me because it 
was over for her. I have often met this resentment since; still 
more often, the error from which it derives. 

In a sense, of course, the error is inevitable. By a merciful, but 
misleading dispensation, our minds are so constituted that pleasure 
holds, in retrospect, a sharper and more enduring stamp than pain. 
Als incidents recede, the good colours come out while the less 
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good tend to fade. So, in the past, summers were invariably 
sunny, at its parties the company was always well adjusted and 
agreeable, personally one felt well and never failed to shine. 
There were other occasions; they are blurred. With no conscious 
sense of re-arrangement of recollected facts, we see our young 
days as a period in which the grim fact of the world as we now 
know it did not press upon us but, pleased with others and above 
all with ourselves, we knew nothing of the defeated hopes, frustrated 
expectations, and disappointments, internal and external, which 
make up the normal texture of adult experience from day to day. 

A resolute and objective inspection of personal experience will, 
in nine cases out of ten, dismiss this idyllic picture as nonsensical. 
On this, I claim to be a good witness. I could say, if I may borrow 
the charming title of Marie Belloc Lowndes’s enchanting book: 
J, too, have lived in Arcadia. For me, conditions, in youth, 
were wholly favourable. My father and my * mother were, 
individually, both good and gifted, while their companionship 
was the most nearly perfect I have ever known. I was one of a 
happy band of brothers and sisters, variously endowed and 
mutually warmly attached. We liked one another. We had good 
times together. Although my parents were by no means rich, we 
had enough; there was room in our house to have grand games 
of hide-and-seek, and also room to be alone, when one wanted 
that. The house overflowed with books, pictures, music, con- 
versation, and the constant coming and going of friends of all 
sorts and all ages. Schooldays in town were diversified by long 
hoHdays in the country, where we walked and cHmbed, played 
tennis and cricket, swam and sailed. Somebody was always 
singing: everybody was always talking. If I could, with the 
mind and outlook I now have, dwell in those surroundings and 
in that company still, I should count myself fortunate, indeed. 
But if I had, in order to return to them, to pay the price of reviving 
the mind and outlook I then carried about with me, I should refuse 
the opportunity. 

What was wrong? I could not, then, have seen, but I do now 
see, and I do not think my case was in this, pecuHar. I had every- 
thing to make me happy then, but I was not happy, and the cause 
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was within myself. Obstinately, then, I was the centre of my own 
universe, and judging, fatuously, the entire affair in terms of what 
it gave or might be expected to give me, I made myself wretched. 
Ill at case within myself, I was morbidly sensitive. The trouble 
was simple enough and common enough: a sclf-^rnclosed and 
self-centred consciousness acted, continuously, as a stiff, im- 
penetrable and most uncomfortable barrier to understanding the 
world I lived in and of which I was a part. I was haunted by a 
sense that, somehow, I did not fit. Minor disappointments and 
trifling, and generally imagined, slights, then assumed gigantic 
proportions. I can recall tiny incidents from that time which 
caused me a degree of pain — purely selfish pain — such as has 
seldom, in quite that lacerating and poisoned form, visited me 
since, on far greater occasion. I suppose that, somewhere deep 
within my unconscious mind, the knowledge brooded that all 
this misery, this sense of being out-at-elbows with the circumam- 
bient atmosphere, was my own fault. This, however, only served 
to give discomfort a peculiar’ taint; made it, somehow, obscurely 
shameful. 

If this seems a false or exaggerated picture, turn to die auto- 
biographers and to the novelists for their portrait of youth. 
With faithful accuracy — not in expressed statement, but in implied 
presentation — you will find youth delineated there as dominated 
by a sense, on the part of the subject, of not being at home in 
the universe. The fault is, often, attributed rather to the universe 
than to the percipient, and this is true to nature ; so one feels the 
contrast, when one is young. Maladjustment rules the scene: 
the young man or young woman, whether with pride or, less 
often, with shame, is conscious of being an alien in a hostile environ- 
ment. The world is not what he or she had expected ; it proves, 
on first real contact, so unlike previous dreams that anger and 
resentment, contempt for companions in it, inclination to smash 
the scheme entire, take possession. The whole confused orchestra- 
tion of experience is dominated by a horrid unresolved and 
largely unresolvable discord. 

In fiction, where this theme recurs and has yielded a series of 
most notable and essentially truthful portraits, one often finds 
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that although the discord between the self and the not-«elf, which 
constitutes the major underlying theme, is recorded with penetratii^ 
particularity, its underlying explanation is slurred, or not perceived, 
even by the writer. His concern, after all, is to give a sympathetic 
and recognizable picture of the sufferings of his hero and heroine ; 
to set them before us as they are. So, their outlook is delineated, 
and with brilliance ; seldom however is it probed. The case of 
the reader however can be different. Studying the portrait of 
another, and recognizing in it traits that belong to himself, he 
knows, from within, that what is wrong is not the world — bad 
and difficult as that may seem to him — ^but the attitude of tlie 
subject to it : his absorption in himself, his demands on it for himself. 
In effect, the self blocks any vision of the not-self. If, armed 
with tliis recognition, he looks back over his own childhood and 
youth, stripping off the veils with which an unconscious piety 
has shrouded them, he will discern the explanation of the deep 
malaise he then carried about with him and comprehend what 
gave edge to pangs he often prefers, now, to forget. 

In my own case, I find, when I look back, that the shadow of 
myself, from which I did not, then, know how to escape, was 
cast over the whole of an otherwise lovely landscape. That is 
why, although I had everything, then, to make me content and 
keep me eager, I was not content. That I did not understand 
what was wrong made it worse. Now, I can see that the cause 
was an egocentrism from which I had not then learned how to 
free myself. 

Growing up has its drawbacks. I know, and do not want to 
underrate them. Yet none of them can be weighed against the 
release that comes when one breaks out of self-enclosure. Curiously 
enough, this phenomenon is today more generally recognized 
for what it is when it is stated in national than in individual terms. 
The danger to itself and other of the egocentric nation, angrily 
claiming self-sufficiency and a “place in the sun*’: unable to 
achieve adult recognition of the fact that it can only grow in 
proportion as it accepts a place within a whole which is more 
than the sum of its parts— ttds is plain to all. And yet we go on 
acclaiming the individuals who will not grow up as though they 
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were accomplishing a natural miracle, and sympathize with their 
moans about the passage of the years over their heads, although 
these moans import no more than that the moaners are suflfering 
from self-arrested development. 

Release is, in any event, largely independent of external cir- 
cumstance. I grew up in a world that looked safe and held great 
prospects for its inhabitants ; in a period when it was the common 
behef of inteUigent persons that progress was an almost auto- 
matically operating rule, while its worst enemy, war, was some- 
thing that could be counted out. The whole of this optimistic 
apparatus was smashed in 1914. It has never been possible to 
rebuild it on its old easy basis. After a second and far more 
terrible war, we inhabit a world from which the very idea of 
security is banished. PoUtical interest and concern were active in 
my home and I have never ceased to be a highly poUtical animal ; 
the horrors of 1914-18, the shame and anguish of Munich, the 
appalling experiences of the Nazi threat to life and its values — 
these things have not passed me by ; the pain of them is deeply 
etched in my consciousness. And yet I had rather be myself, as 
I am now, than revert to tlie self I carried about with me when 
I was young. 

Don’t let me ideaHze, however. I am not claiming that, except 
in one significant respect, I have changed as much as I could wish. 
Far is it from my mind to assume an achieved self-mastery or 
an estabhshed steady philosophy which make me immune to 
shocks. There is one respect in which I have learned : one change 
which has been accompUshed. It is significant and even important, 
because it is capable of being described and passed on. But it is 
limited and simple and I do not want to exaggerate it. Let me, 
therefore, before I attempt to set it out, admit, with painful 
candour, that there are aspects of youth that I do regret and that 
acutely. I am not here thinking mainly of the fact that tlie face 
is lined, the feet and eyes easily tired, and the mind sets itself, 
unwillingly and with a stubborn resistance that requires effort to 
overcome, to new tasks. These things one accepts, obviously ; 
they are the common lot ; most of one’s close friends endure them, 
too, with such cheerfulness as they can muster. 
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Harder far is it to cope with the doubt that vexes intermittently, 
in weaker moments, whether life — i.e. the fact of having been for x 
years in the world — ^has done what it might, if I had co-operated 
better in its teachings. Then, looking at faults and failings which 
the years have taught me to conceal but not to cure, I recognize 
that I have not learned to be the person that in girlhood, I imagined 
myself becoming. When, over the gap, I look back on that girl, 
I see in her very much the same shortcomings, the same errors, 
follies, and failures of sense and temper that continue to vex me. 
I hoped, then, that when I grew up, I might be like my father or 
my mother. I am not, alas, like them ; I am like “myself when 
young/* It is a oity. A catalogue would be boring ; I will only 
mention that ai^ inclination to hurry, in thought and action, to 
glance at papers without fully mastering them, to dash at obstacles, 
without fully measuring them, to rely on intuitions instead of 
going through the careful process of rational judgment, remain. 
Festina lente is a motto I admire, but do not practise. And so on. 

I mention this, in the interest of honesty. It is a pity. But, 
there it is, and one learns to make terms with and not worry back 
over it. Moments of dismal self-inspection arc, nowadays, moments 
only. The subject is, after all, one of which one has had time 
to get tired. One knows it, backwards. One knows that neither 
self-reproach nor good resolutions are going, at this date, to 
help much. One is, what one is. The map, for better or 
worse, is familiar; its main outlines are not now going to 
change. Why waste time on being sorry that certain features 
are as they arc? Once, disappointments had an edge of surprise 
that made one beat about to find some cause for them, outside 
oneself. Not so now ; when things go wrong one is ready to 
recognize that it is probably not the fault of somebody else or 
of the universe, which therefore requires smashing, but one’s 
own. One lays the blame in the right quarter. 

Here is the crux of the matter. One lesson one can learn which, 
if laid to heart, removes from adult existence the unintelligible 
weight that rests upon youth. It can be summed up in a single 
sentence : Get out of your own light. Cease measuring up 
existence in terms of what it gives, and docs not give, you. Cease 
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reducing its range and scope to die cramping gauge of yourself. 
Man may be die measure of all things, but Me very decidedly is 
not. Me is the wrong end of the telescope. Turn it round ; 
look out, instead of in, and the baffled sense of imprisonment 
will be transformed into wonder. You will gradually begin to 
take in a scene for whose apprehension no span of years can be 
long enough, and of companions on your journey through time 
and space in whom, as rarely in yourself, you can sec the good 
which, mixed in with evil in every human creature, can yet 
translate and redeem it. Part of the pain of youth lies in its 
pervasive sense of separateness : of isolation. That pain in its 
turn drives from self-enclosing blinkers which block the light. 
To the question that haunts the young : “What is the point of 
my being here?** there is only Mcredith*s “dusty answer** so long 
as the operative word is “my.** 

So soon, on the other hand, as one gets out of one’s own light 
enough to perceive companions and recognizes them as the 
essential feature of the landscape, the whole thing shifts into focus. 
And, unless one is extraordinarily unfortunate in circumstances 
or in native composition, this recognition happens, as one grows 
up. It is the great compensation. Loneliness loses its sharpest 
sting when the apprehension dawns that the suffering it causes 
is not unique, a doom spoken upon one because of some failure 
or failing in onself, but a sensation common as breathing, infinitely 
nfiitigable by sympathy, almost wholly remitted when the mind 
and feelings are cast, imaginatively, into the experiences of some- 
body else. Swift on the heels of the discovery of this deep human 
similarity comes the thrill of finding it partnered by a fascinating 
and endless divenity. You know — or think you know — all 
about yourself ; no life is long enough to enable you to know all 
about other people. With yourself you may well be bored : 
it is a book you have read too often ; not with them, unless you 
are tone deaf and colour blind. 

The best gift that could be asked of the Fairy Godmother is, 
plainly, an inclination to like one’s companions on the common 
journey. For those who possess that, the business of growing 
up without vain regret is easy. To democracy, the natural creed 
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for a grown-up world, and, at the same time, the indispensable 
condition for bringing such a world into existence, they take, 
like ducks to water. Adventure, absorbing and stimulating, 
opens up before them ; they know what the point is, and why 
diey are here. The point, quite patendy, is something that cm 
be realized only by action with and through others, and is, through- 
out, for them as well as by them. Appreciation of their illimitable 
variety and gradual comprehension of what makes it— here is 
matter of inexhaustible interest ; to the excitement of the emerging 
pattern there is no limit. 

An inclination to like people is a gift. If not bom with the 
silver spoon of spontaneous friendliness in mouth, you must for 
your own sake fiir more than for that of the companions of your 
pilgrimage, cultivate the curiosity that leads, at worst, to tolerance, 
at best, to sympathy. In so far as you know yourself, you know 
your own shortcomings, and will not therefore expect others to 
give you, individually, what, individually, you do not give them. 
Very likely, however, despite hardly acquired self-acquaintance, 
you start off with the notion that you are going to find, somewhere 
in the world, one person who will make up to you for all the 
failings you find in, and the disappointment you cause to, yourself ; 
someone who will complete you and finally end your sense of 
isolation by giving you that comprehending companionship which, 
where reahzed, is the highest happiness known to man. Very 
likely, however, you will not find that person, or he or she will 
not find you. Why should you, being the imperfect thing you 
are? The human endowment that can yield perfect mutual 
companionship is as rare as any other genius. But if you miss 
the one, the many remain : friendship, with its lovely varying 
facets, is an affair rather of giving than of taking. If you are 
ready to begin by giving and don’t wait to be given, and refuse 
to let your interest dull or dry up, friends will not fail you — unless 
you demand of them a faultlessncss you cannot offer in your turn. 

Interest here is a safer initial guide than liking, yet, liking is 
apt to follow, where interest is sufficiently acute and genuinely 
disinterested. Here, in fact, comes one of the many intriguing 
paradoxes of human intercourse. The quick and casual eye discerns 
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faults in others more readily than merits in them ; it is easy, too 
easy, to be “clever” at the expense of your acquaintance and even 
of your friends ; easy, too easy, to apply to other people a standard 
very much more severe than any which you expect them to apply 
to you. Characterization through defects is at once swifter and 
more effective than characterization through qualities. Every 
novelist knows, and most readers, while they are reading, realize 
that it takes more imaginative insight, as well as more professional 
skill, to give life-likeness to the “good” character than to the 
“bad.” At the same time, readers know that the ultimate test of 
the artist is the extent to which he is capable of creating persons 
who achieve verisimilitude in that, in this like our friends, 
they excite affection and rouse sympathetic concern, no matter 
what their faults may be. It is, for any writer with adequate 
skill, a comparatively Ught matter to portray the shadow side of 
men or women ; far more is asked of him if he is to show, shining 
through the mingle of qualities which belong to a real personality, 
the glow of recognizable actuality. Yet it is when, and only 
when, this feat is accomplished that we salute the master who 
reflects the world as it is and people as they are. Not dissimilar 
is it with our personal approach to our fellows. To the careless 
eye, the eye of limited interest and quick impatience, they appear 
a dull, featureless assemblage, differentiated only when their 
foibles are pulled out. If so, the incurious eye punishes its owner 
by condemning him to ennui and isolation. 

If liking be a gift, interest is a faculty that grows by what it 
feeds on and can be stimulated and perfected by training. This, 
in its turn, simply means practice — ^practice in the habit of looking 
out, rather than in, and in the inclination to be fully wherever 
you are and not, in spirit, somewhere else. The two go together ; 
the self-absorbed are, always, somewhere else : hence a continuing 
sense of maladjustment. The password to release is simple — the 
concentration of attention. Inattention carries ennui in its train ; 
concentrated attention is its prophylactic. If fully aware of the 
people around you, the people with whom you are working and 
living, it will be a strange chance if you do not find some of them 
more than interesting. If you give your entire energy to doing 
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and understanding whatever may be your job, the effort to master 
it, to do it as well as it can be done, will generate interest in it, 
no matter what it is. People sometimes groan that life is dull for 
everybody except the artist. In a sense they are right ; what 
however they leave out is that the kind of happiness known by 
the artist is available to anyone who will fully open eyes and ears 
to the panorama of which he is part, and go through the discipline 
necessary to master and control the instrument of his attention. 
Then, carried out of himself, he will know in degree the satisfaction 
of the artist, concentrated with entire devotion on something other 
than himself, for which his self is but the necessary trained instru- 
ment. Devotion is the essential. There are, of course, in real 
hfe as well as in fiction and on the stage, artists who are primarily 
individualists, and block their own Hght on the grand excuse 
that they are in themselves their instruments of vision. But not 
the individuahsm but the absorption, the concentrated attention, 
makes the artists, in the vaHd sense of a much abused word, a 
romantic figure. 

All very well, someone may say at this point ; we can’t all be 
artists. Can’t we? Perhaps not, if the word be used in its 
limited, technical sense. Even here, however, education directed 
with enough imagination would, I believe, disclose in everyone 
some line or other of strictly artistic response. Nothing for 
instance has happened in my period more exhilarating than the 
disclosure, through a newer type of schooling, of musical faculty 
and enjoyment in the children of a nation long satisfied to put 
itself down as unmusical. Something of the same kind is going 
on, too, in the fieM of visual appreciation. This apart — and the 
possibilities, here, are boundless — there remains, open to all of 
us, the more humble but still sufficiently exciting task of getting 
whatever happens to be our job done as well as possible. Anything 
done half-heartedly is dull : anything done with total devotion 
yields interest and a zest tliat is akin to the zest of the artist. 
Typing, jam making, bricklaying, dusting, accounting — anywhere, 
everywhere, “The readiness is all” : attention is all. And what is 
true of more or less mechanical jobs is far more true of tliose that 
bring us into relation with our fellows. To get a group of persons 
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to work as a group, each putting his best into the pool and all 
enjoying a slow achievement such as none could accomplish 
singly— there is no game in the world that holds such sustained 
and various excitement. 

Implicit, I admit, in what I have written is the assumption that 
what one is after is a special kind of adventure — the adventure of 
understanding the universe in which one sojourns and one’s fellows 
on the journey through it. By that I stand. The egotists who, 
triple armed in complete self-confidence, never know the pangs of 
maladjustment or the disappointment inlierent in the process of 
growing up, I do not envy. In so far as they escape the pangs of 
awakening consciousness, they may be lucky, but they are blind. 
Sight brings its penalties, of course ; but understanding, however 
imperfect, is what gives ultimate and lasting zest to the entire 
process of experience. It may be expensive to be, as Henry James 
put it, “Finely aware and richly responsible certainly, you pay 
for what you get ; but what you get is something that keeps you 
going, and keeps the whole thing, including your trifling part in 
it, worth while. I am not thinking of the fact, altliough it is a 
fact, that the egotist, sooner or later, crashes on his own egotism: 
then, finding himself in an isolation unknown to the man who 
has always been aware of lus dependence on, and concern in the 
fate of, the others, he stares out into an unfamiliar universe of 
desolating and irredeemable bleakness. I am thinking rather of 
the essential emptiness of the period of his apparent success. He 
is then, as later, an ignoramus, cut oflf from understanding : living, 
in so far as he can be said to live at all, on a sub-human plane. 
His working assumption has been, inevitably, that there is no 
light. He is, in fact, a savage. 

For those, on the other hand, in whom the sense of the others 
who make the world for them has once dawned, Swinburne’s 
words may well hold: 

Enough of light is this for one life’s span 

That all men bom are mortal, but not man. 

Here is the life-spring of the democratic creed ; the dynamic of 
Socialism, I ; which is, in its turn, the complete expression of 
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democracy. One docs not have, in order to be a democratic 
Socialist, to entertain a romantic view of human nature ; all one 
needs is a constant and unfaltering recollection of the mingle of 
good and evil that make up the human norm, including oneself. 
Holding firmly to that fact of direct experience, one can again 
echo Henry James, whose insight into tlie human creature was as 
straight as it was subtle, and repeat his profound and searching 
dictum; “After all, the great thing is to give. It’s what plays one 
least false.” The egotist is, by a mysterious but inescapable law. 
compelled to think meanly of his fellows and, therefore, to deny 
the existence of light. The eye turned consistently inwards tends 
to despair of human nature. The eye turned outwards, like the 
heart attuned to care about the fate of its companions, not only 
finds that this direction “plays you least false it achieves, at 
the same time, a positive reassurance. Connecting the human 
landscape with the quiet of the sky, it becomes, stage by slow stage, 
aware of an often hidden but nevertheless steadily interpenetrating 
light. Then one can say with Rilke that, whatever the shape of 
one’s individual place in the scheme, and even if it be one mainly 
dedicated to distress, one knows that the whole, the glorious 
tapestry, has a design, which one sees and accepts. 

Wordsworth knew all about this design, this interpenetrative 
light, that one may block, and in youth does block, but can learn to 
see and to walk by. I have been constantly aware, as I have been 
writing, of the likelihood that he may be quoted against me, above 
all when I have ventured to express reHcf and gratitude for die 
fact that I am no longer young. Did he not proclaim that: 

Heaven lies about us in our infancy ; 

Shades of the prison house begin to close 
Upon the growing boy 

and sigh that the Youth “must travel daily farther from the East”? 
He did. But, being a poet, he used words with an exact and not 
a casual sense of their meaning. He knew the distinction between 
the innocence of childhood and the ignorance of youth. Althougli 
he does not stay, since it was no part of his business to do so, to 
analyse the nature of the “prison house” in which the young 
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immure themselves, he knew all about it, and about the windows 
that may be opened from it. At the close of his Intimations^ he 
indicates both its essential shape and structure, and the way of 
escape: 

Thanks to the human heart by which we live. 

Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears 

another race can be run : other palms can be won. In the glorious 
Lines Written Above Tintern Abbey, he carries the demonstration a 
stage further. There he is concerned to delineate how the passing 
of youth, with its “glad, animal movements’’ and their rapturous 
realization of nature, instead of carrying with it loss has, in fact, 
brought infinite gain ; “other gifts have followed ; for such 
loss, I would believe. Abundant recompense.” He has, in faa, 
learned not only to hear “the still, sad music of humanity,” but to 
be aware of : 

A presence that disturbs me with the joy 
Of elevated thoughts ; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused. 

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, 

And the round motion, and the living air, 

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man. . . .” 

Of man — ^not of Me. One can, and does, see it in Man when, 
and only when, one has ceased to be primarily concerned to sec 
it in Me. Me is the great block, the block to authentic vision, 
the distorter of values. Me has got, as they say in my native 
Scotland, to be “sorted,” nay, “sided.” That done, one can begin 
to see. 
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Born in 1897, and after a short experience as an engineering 
pupil, enlisted in the ranks in the First World War. Was 
commissioned to the R.F.C. and awarded the D.F.C. after 
services in Africa, the Middle East and Russia. Joined Lord 
Nuffield* s organization in 1924 and was Vice-Chairman 
from 1940 to 1947, when he devoted himself to Empire 
industrial and aerial developments. 


I WAS a lonely child. Father died when I was a year old ; 
I have no recollection of him at all. My mother, who had 
come from the Derbyshire dales to the Welsh marches when 
she married, had not met a very wide circle of people when she 
became a widow. After babyhood, I was left very much to my 
own resources. My first image of my mother is of a very busy 
woman, bustling about with rent books and ledgers ; talking to 
plumbers, odd-job men, and a whole tribe of be-smocked and 
aproned carpenters and die hke who used to invest the house in 
the morning. On her energetic shoulders devolved the burden 
of seeing that our heritage of “property** — mostly middle-class 
cottages, semi-detached houses and the like — ^was kept in good 
repair and yielding a steady income. 

For this task she showed an aptitude that, in later years, I realized 
was of a very high order for a girl taken from the entirely dis- 
similar environment of mixed farming. It must have been a 
far cry from the almost self-contained economy of a Victorian 
agricultural scene, with its social activities linked direedy to 
seasonal events — harvest homes, shooting parties, hunts, Uvestock 
shows and such like — to the hard bargaining monotony of keeping 
tenants satisfied with repair work without over-spending out of 
rents that had to be adjusted shrewdly as occasion demanded. 
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Apart from a vague succession of village girls who shepherded 
me to the local school (they were all called Janet, it seemed to 
me), the other person I best remember is a dear old lady who 
lived with us and ran the house. She was deaf— not stone deaf, 
but hard of hearing — and I think her insistence that I “spoke up’* 
and enunciated clearly has had a lasting effect on my vocal habits. 
Nothing is worse than a person who shouts or addresses his fellow 
men as though they were a public meeting. Equally, one of the 
greatest lessons that hfe has taught me is the immense importance 
of the uttered word. 

By a man’s speech— the ability that distinguishes the human 
from the animal — one gets an immediate summation of so many 
factors in his character that it is surprising more people do not 
trouble to cultivate not only what they say but how they say it. 

Living, as we did, on the northern borders of Wales, near 
Wrexham, our local dialect was a mixture of the rhythmic cadences 
of the Welsh-speaking peoples and the unaccented English ot 
Cheshire. It may be wishful thinking, but when, in later years,. 
I was told that in that particular district the purest intonation was 
to be found, I firmly beUeved it. 

My whole childhood was unencumbered by any strong family 
influences, I had no brothers or sisters and no relatives nearer tlian 
Derbyshire ; so I had plenty of time — now and then perhaps too 
much time — to think. Maybe I became introspective ; but cer- 
tainly I developed a habit, that has never left me, of being quite 
content with my own company. And as soon as I could read 
I devoured books voraciously. 

Father had had a bent for apphed mechanics, although his 
business was one of merchandizing and real estate. But the lively 
interests of the beginning of the twentieth century had attracted 
him, and he had collected a few shclf-fuls of books that explained 
how the steam engine worked, the principles of electricity, 
hydraulics and the like. Those books, with their diagrammatic 
s ke tc h es and explanatory legends (“The piston *A* is comiected 
to the crank ‘B,* ” etc.) fascinated me, and I know that my soul 
cried out in revolt when, one day, I heard mother say to some 
fnends that she hoped I would be either a doctor or a clergyman. 
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My own idea was that I should be an engineer : it always has 
been, and still is, my great disappointment that circumstances in 
the past forty years have conspired to prevent me from being a 
better engineer. In its various high aspects, there is, to my mind, 
no more noble profession. 

I always wanted to make tilings work, either with my own 
hands or through the mental processes that we broadly call 
administration. And that brings me to two most valuable lessons 
of hfe. One is the importance of encouraging young people to 
use their hands, to gain manipiJative dexterity and a sympathetic 
touch. Your die-hard huntin’, shootin* and fisliin’ fraternity will 
scoff maybe when I say that just as there is virtue in a rider who, 
through his reins, can convey to his horse the precise message of 
direction he desires, so there is equal value in hands that can feel 
through a spanner when a nut is fully tight, when the metal is 
sprung without being stretched beyond its elastic limit. Sense 
of touch is one of the fundamental means of human expression. 

The other point is that children should be allowed to choose 
their own professions. Young folk of today are very intclhgcnt 
and discriminating well before they get into their ’teens. My 
daughter decided, before she was twelve, that she wanted to be 
a doctor. There is no seafaring tradition in either my wife’s family 
or mine, but our boy aimounced one day when he was eleven 
years old that he wanted to go into the Navy. We applauded 
their choices at once. 

They have both worked hard to achieve their objectives — 
harder than they could have been expected to work at any vocation 
chosen for them. 

I beheve that self-inspired decisions or even wishes in young 
people — ^and, indeed, in older people — should be given scope and 
encouragement. It makes for self-reliance and develops individual 
initiative. Let people do what they like doing. The sparks of 
interest and initiative are good kindling for warmtli of effort. 

Equally, my experience has been that it is disappointing or, 
at least, unprofitable, to expect young people to show a steady 
straight-hne development of cliaractcr. Many a lad who is the 
apple of his father’s eye at twelve years old becomes an acute 
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source of worry and foreboding as he passes through the awkward 
seventeen to eighteen phase. 

I, myself, was fortunate. The First World War began soon after 
I left school. I had a few months as a premium pupil at Beilis 
and Morcom's engineering works in Birmingham, but soon decided 
to join up. It wasn’t diat I was particularly inspired by high ideals 
of saving civiHzation or avenging Belgian atrocities. It was simply 
that everyone else of my age and circle was joining up — all the 
fellows who were nice to know, anyway — and so I enlisted, as a 
private, in the Motor Machine Gun Corps. 

I say that was fortunate for me because I again came under 
disciplinary control. When I left the sheltered precincts of public 
school, I, not unnaturally, took too much advantage of the newly 
found freedom. I believe most boys do the same. To my way 
of thinking, that time of freshly tasted independence is a critic^ 
period in the lives of most young men. 

Up to that moment one has been maintained out of family funds. 
Few parents discuss in detail their iEinancial standings with their 
children. They do their best— often at great sacrifice — to preserve 
them from any inferiority complex while at school. The youngster 
gets the idea that where some money has come from, more can 
be found. 

And the human animal, being lazy and greedy and fond of 
fashionable pleasure, is apt to dip too heavily into the family 
coffer instead of getting down to the task of earning a good 
living. 

I beheve that some of the most unfortunate young men are 
those who have been left an income just big enough to dull the 
keen edge of personal endeavour. Too great a feeling of security, 
of having a snug htde haven to shirk into if the storm on the 
road ahead seems too boisterous, is no spur to progress. 

Naturally, it is part of a man’s endeavour to build an estate 
that will keep his widow in comfort and the standard of living 
to which she has been accustomed during his Hfe-time ; and to 
permit her, if need be, to carry out the full educational and life- 
launching responsibihties due to their children. Conversely, I can- 
not sec that inherited wealth should enable offspring to live lives 
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of case, non-productive and dissipated. Tm no Socialist, but it 
seems to me fundamental that the extent to which anyone enjoys 
the good things of this life should depend on the contribution 
that they themselves make to the common pool. A child is 
entitled to receive the education and launching appropriate to 
the social strata in which he or she has been bom. In Lancashire 
they used to say that famiUes went from clogs to clogs in three 
generations. Surely that trite comment is a justifiable criticism of 
the policy of letting rich men’s sons run foot-loose. 

I have never had the opportunity of enjoying it myself, but 
have always held the theory that, instead of a boy going straight 
to the university from school, and then on to a business or pro- 
fessional career, he could, with advantage, go from school into 
an office or factory for a year or two, and thereafter go to the 
university. In that way, I hold, he would be far better equipped 
to absorb benefit from university fife. 

Living near Oxford for a number of years has provided oppor- 
tunity for noticing the entirely different ways in which advantage 
is taken or not taken of the self-reliant type of life that is encouraged 
at the university. Most of the youths who come up nowadays 
realize that they must equip themselves for earning a living. 
Pressure of national economics determines that. But here and 
there are boys who seem to prefer to speciaHze in what they 
call enjoying themselves. 

In any event, a lad who has seen something of business from 
the inside, reaUzes how much, even in the most technical spheres, 
success in life depends on knowing how to handle men, rather 
than to operate machines. A boy with this background is so much 
better equipped because he knows what he wants to learn. He is 
a seeker after appHed knowledge, rather than a receptacle that is 
hurriedly filled to the brim with facts, figures and phrases during 
the last few weeks of term so that he can spill them out again 
in the examination hall. 

I believe that the policy of conscription, to which this country 
is now committed, will have a very beneficiaf effect on the general 
standard of our manhood. For one thing, the years of army life 
should have a lasting effect on the average physique, and to my 
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mind there is no doubt that what one gets out of life depends 
very considerably upon one’s bodily health. 

When we arc young the power of self-analysis is, quite naturally, 
not very strongly developed. Therefore we do not consciously 
a.ssociatc our mood with our health. Only when one reaches 
years of greater maturity, docs one realize the truth of the would- 
be humorous saying that “Life depends on the liver.” For 
assuredly, if we arc physically out of sorts, our mental processes 
lack the clarity and certainly the creative ability that they possess 
when the whole system is toned up by normal good health. 

Perhaps the young man’s first excursion into the realms of 
inter-relationship between the thought processes and the functions 
of the body arc experienced in the dentist’s chair — the wild dreams 
that surge through the mind, induced by the anaesthetic and 
sharpened by the shock of nervous disruption. Or, in milder 
form, the turgid nightmares that follow an upset digestion due 
to a heavy late meal. 

The human system being what it is — self-adjusting within wide 
limits — there is a tendency for too little care to be given to the 
health of young people by themselves. In quite natural abhorcnce 
of being thought soft or unmanly, boys and young men will 
deliberately overstrain their physical endurance. This does not 
matter so much, I have found, on the field of sport, as Nature 
sets a definite limit to muscular activity. 

It is in more social accomplishments that the unduly com- 
petitive spirit is harmful. Whatever idealists may say, there is 
no arguing the fact that — again because we are animals — we are 
all automatically competitive. Whether wc exhibit that com- 
petition by running races, by mental inventiveness, or by personal 
adornment, it is the natural tendency of every worth-while human 
to make faster progress than his fellow. 

The thin veneer of civilization doesn’t hide the law of the 
jungle — a fact very evident today. While a great deal of lip- 
service is being paid to the necessities for peace, the material 
provisions for warlike activity — even if only under the guise of 
preventive measures — are being made all over the world. 

The social aspect of this competitive spirit exhibits itself quite 

114 



A SECRET OF GREATNESS 


healthily in the young if it spurs them to greater mental endeavour 
or the cultivation of more charming mannerisms that make them 
more pleasant people. But its harmful effects can become apparent 
when they exhibit themselves in forms of harder drinking, heavier 
smoking and more rakish achievements than the next man. 

The young male is pecuHarly prone, I have found, to stimulations 
of this kind. At college or at the club it is generally considered 
a worthy thing to be a fellow who holds his drink well— the 
equivalent of the old three-bottle man. It is not until later in 
life that one sees the cumulative havoc played on the human 
system by excess of this kind during youth and middle age, 
and realizes how fierce can be the delayed action of excessively 
hard living on even the best physique. 

And physically, of course, we are not all built the same. One 
man’s drink may be another man’s downfall, and a lesson that 
life has taught me is that everyone must make his own measures 
in these matters. I am as keen on good living as the next man, 
but I hold that one of the social encumbrances of our present 
age is the “treating” habit that makes it necessary for every member 
of a party to “stand a round” of drinks, whenever a casual gathering 
of acquaintances get togetlier. Today there is an economic curb 
on this fashion : stringency brings some reward, at least. 

I stress this matter because life in the Services and in business 
has impressed upon me fully the importance of maintaining at 
as high a standard as possible one’s physical fitness. Up to the 
age of twenty-five, one is apt to take one’s body for granted, 
assuming that because it has never been troublesome, it will recover 
quickly from being overtaxed ; and that it doesn’t object to 
irregularities in die way of meals, sleep and muscular rest. By 
forty, one has realized these things are important, and by fifty 
one realizes the human machine has a rhythm that must be 
maintained, and that the important thing is regularity of habits. 

Look at all our great men, and what do you find? Not giants 
of stature, not men of great physical strength, but men who 
know how to preserve the efficient functioning of their bodies. 
In this matter mental training plays almost as important a part 
as do exercise and sleep. 
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There has grown up during the past decade a considerable 
interest in psycho-analysis. Much study has been devoted to the 
effect of the mental state on the physical system. It is usually 
done under external guidance, but I believe that, without be- 
coming unduly introspective, one can, with a little thought, 
exercise the predominant factors of psycho-analysis for oneself. 

Here again, quiet — if not solitude — is a great help. Some people 
have got themselves into the frame of mind that they cannot bear 
to be alone. I believe that, without being a recluse, one can use- 
fully spend a great deal of time in contemplation, and with a 
little practice can learn to do it at all kinds of odd moments. The 
difficulty is to prevent an active mind from running away on its 
own, as it were, and getting into the realms of day-dreaming. 
It is rather like a motor-car engine racing away in neutral without 
doing any work. The more controlled thinking that one does in 
solitude, the easier it becomes, and there are many ways of stimu- 
lating the process, such as walking alone, or better stiU, by sitting 
quietly in the presence of someone near and dear to you. 

That companionship must always be violently vocal is something 
that I have never been able to understand. To me, the sublimation 
of the highest form of friendship is the ability to sit in silence, 
happy in the knowledge that one is probably thinking the same 
unspoken thought as one’s companion. 

My wife and I usually take turns when driving on a long journey, 
and we have frequently covered twenty or thirty miles without 
speaking. Many is the time that when we do start conversing 
again we automatically pick up the same topic — we had been 
thinking along exactly parallel lines — about the same place and 
the same people and same interests. 

Maybe there is some form of telepathy in the process. The 
spheres in which the mind operates are really, as yet, implumbed 
regions. In my experience, however, it is more profitable to 
spend time in creative thought or contemplation, than to fnttcr 
it away in arid periods of redundant gossip. 

My advice, then, to the man entering any business or profession 
is for him to pay particular attention to his own bodily fitness. 
Too frequently have I come across people who have said that, 
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as long as they get to the office at the appointed hour, what they 
do in their own time is their own and no one else’s business. 

I would beg strongly to differ from that point of view. The 
difference between the executive staff worker and the man on the 
factory floor is sometimes said to be that, whereas the staff man 
is expected to think about his business at all hours of the day 
and to mould his life round his occupation, the fine worker can 
stop thinking about his job as soon as the whistle blows and he 
is an entirely free agent until he starts again at the factory the next 
morning. 

I submit that the apprentice or improver who takes that point 
of view is apt to miss something. The young man who turns 
up to work in a physical condition below par by reason of his 
social exuberance is not likely to find promotion come his way 
or his earning capacity increase as rapidly as the fellow who 
looks after himself. 

In the same way I regard it as important that people choose 
for themselves a congenial occupation. One of the great freedoms 
of this life should be the freedom to work gainfully at a task 
that pleases one. Life has taught me that unless a man is happy 
in his working hours, he will never be happy at all. A major 
disservice that has been dealt to humanity in recent years is the 
spreading of the impression that modem industry is a soulless, 
character-destroying job because of the rapidity of the processes 
involved. 

People who expound views of that kind have not seen the inside 
workings of a modem, efiicient factory. The conveyers or belt 
assembly systems were not put in by production engineers to 
depress the standard of inteUigence of the operators. They are 
merely methods of getting work from one place to another while 
saving the operator from unnecessarily expending energy on 
moving his own body from place to place, or, alternatively, 
using his own strength to move the job to within his area of 
operation. 

A man working on a moving assembly line can exhibit just 
as much craftsmanship and skill in doing his job well as can 
artisans in other spheres. Whether one docs a few operations 
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frequently or a whole series of operations at less frequent 
intervals is largely a matter of training and aptitude. There is 
no less dignity in one than in the other. 

And here, I think, there is another lesson for die young man 
coming into business. It is that there are just as many gentlemen 
working at the bench as there are sitting in board rooms. When 
I was in uniform in the First World War I traversed the ranks 
from private to m^'or. In the industrial sphere I have been 
fortunate to have had experience at all levels : from a grimy- 
fmgered pupil who was paid six shillings a week for turning 
valve guides on an engine lathe, through machine shop and offices 
to the responsible position of sitting with very experienced 
administrators. 

I have found that the British workman is fundamentally the 
“salt of the earth.’* He is very fair-minded, he is kind, he is basically 
honest, and he is amazingly well-read. At times he is a litdc 
emotional and he is subject to the impact of oratory. That our 
industrial system today has exhibited certain tendencies to be 
dislocated and ragged in its attempts at resettlement after the 
wartime upheaval is, I think, due to the fact that, in the main, 
management is woefully inarticulate. 

I have, I tliink, sufficiently indicated my dislike of the garrulous 
man. Equally, life has taught me that we are living in a period 
when the ability of self-expression is an increasingly important 
factor in the art of leadership. 

One of the most useful analyses that can be made at the present 
time is the relationship between advertising, publicity, industrial 
management and plain personal ballyhoo. 

I strongly commend the young man coming into business to 
give thought to these matters so that he can differentiate between 
the good effects that accrue from kindly and honest utterances of 
an acknowledged leader, and the catch-penny mouthings of a 
sawdust Caesar. 

It is in matters of this kind that I admittedly find myself still 
confused, to some extent, today. Whether a man be engaged in 
a business or a profession, the impact of modem politics, either 
local or national, is bound, sooner or later, to be felt on his dis- 
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position. The more responsibility one assumes, and the wider 
one’s circle of activities, the nearer one approaches the cloudy 
region wherein the poHtical weather is formed, and from whence 
comes alternately sunshine and rain. 

At some period or other one has to make up one’s mind to 
what extent one will or will not become associated with such 
activities. It seems to me that a good rule to follow is the principle 
of doing whatever one does with gusto or leaving it alone ; that 
one should either embark on poHtics as a career or keep it at arm’s 
length. 

But, here again, my Hmited experience indicates that the main 
attribute necessary in public life is first-class physique, supporting 
mental equipment that can think fast and formulate coherent 
phrases on the spur of the moment. 

In these days tliere seem to be two ways of making progress 
up the mountainside of life from the dour valleys below to the 
sun-swept upland. One is to plod doggedly up the zigzag paths 
of hard endeavour, gathering experience at every turn and emerg- 
ing at the top, maybe a httle breathless and inarticulate, but well 
versed and tempered by the ardours of the way. 

The other method is to be rocketed brilliantly by oratorical 
frenzy straight to the summit. From that vantage point can be 
shouted vicarious advice to the toilers on the road below, and 
even offers made of guidance to those quite near the summit. 

That, it seems to me, is something of a parallel to what happens 
today. Business executives who have earned the right to assume 
great responsibility by reason of their experience, find that poUtical 
processes have suddenly put into positions of power men whose 
progress has short-circuited the normal methods. These people 
proceed to teach the business man his business, and, what is more, 
they do so with sincerity and good faith which are founded on 
the behef that their broad and very flexible oudook enables 
them to treat matters more fundamentally than can the trade 
executive who has spent his whole life studying the problems of 
his own business or industry. 

In this respect, Ufe has taught me the value of tolerance. One 
must see the other fellow’s point of view and reaUze that, shallow 
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as is the shelf of mob-oratory, the public, in normal times, have 
a disconcerting habit of being right in the long run and their 
selection of opinion is usually backed by some useful foundation. 

In matters of this kind, one must learn to value an optimism 
bom of sound faith. Successful men accompUsh tasks and over- 
come difficulties which to the unbeheving seem insuperable. They 
do this because of their conviction that right must triumph. 
Moreover, a person who has faith in his conviction and continues 
to direct his efforts towards a given target will frequently find his 
efforts crowned with success if only because of their consistency. 

It is far better to struggle over a stony road in the right direction, 
than to meander on smooth, winding paths. 

I have known men in business who made a success of their 
undertakings simply because of their strength of character. They 
were not brilliant, but they were dogged. They chose one 
objective at a time and never veered from striving to reach it 
until they had attained their goal. 

Their contribution to the welfare of the community and, 
incidentally, to their own well-being, is far greater than the 
dilettante vacillation of the man who lets his mind run riot, 
attracted one day by this bright idea, only to flutter to some 
other superficially shining project before the first is reached. 

The first type of man is apt to be called lucky by his friends 
and acquaintances. The second kind calls himself unlucky. 

Much as I beheve that there is no such thing as pure luck, I 
do concede that it plays a minor part in the affairs of all of us. 
Its incidence is so capricious that it is difficult to find any logical 
basis for assuming that predestination is a supportable creed. 
Equally, I beheve that the effect of fate can be minimized, with 
care. Or, to put the same thing in another way, good luck can 
be cultivated by intelligent recognition of an opportunity when 
it presents itself ; but it must be backed up by an unflagging 
determination to work harder than the next man to make use of 
whatever opportunity comes along. 

It is in that sincerity of effort, coupled with a deep religious con- 
viction that our time on earth is intended to be spent in making 
a useful contribution to the progress of humanity, that lies the 
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key to happiness. Religion to me is the faith that there arc greater 
forces than those we yet understand in our daily hves. Our mere 
presence on tliis earth, our progress towards a better civilization, 
are parts of a pattern, of which we carmot see the full design. 

Our minds are finite. Look at a star and realize that it is so 
many light-years away, and the mind reels at the idea of such 
distance. But look alongside that star into the blue ether, and 
the mind completely refuses to conceive the infinitive space. 

I bow humbly and reverently to the realization tliat the well- 
being of one’s fellow creatures, the ultimate happiness of the 
community, and all that is implied therein, is the truly worth 
while objective. 

And in the attainment of that goal, the focal point is the family 
and the home. 

For life has taught me that the whole pulsating drama of this 
modern age, with its swift travel to colourful scenes, exciting 
situations and complex undertakings, has, as its culmination, the 
happiness and respect of one’s wife, family and friends. 
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W HAT I have leamt from life may be summarized 
as all that I know, believe in, hope for and aim at, or 
more briefly, all that I am. For eighty-scven years I have 
had no other master, attended no other school than this, the most 
Ancient and Public of all the Foundations, and worn no other 
school-tie. I am still in attendance, but awaiting discharge at the 
leaving-age appointed for me, not without hope that I may be 
admitted thereafter into some continuation school carried on in less 
turbulent surroundings by the same Headmaster; for I perceive that 
my education is far from finished. To be sure, I have leamt much 
from books, sat at the feet of great teachers, been to college, drunk 
many a life-giving draught from the wisdom of the mighty dead, 
and many more from the wisdom of teachers who have no language 
and yet are the most eloquent of all; the stars above me, the graves 
beneath; meadows painted with delight in spring, icicles hanging by 
the wall in winter; murmuring streams, oak-splitting thunderbolts; 
dark chasms, sunlit heights ; weary toil, welcome rest ; the fight 
in living eyes, a smile on the face of the dead and all the silent 
ministries of Nature, But all that had its source in fife and was 
mediated by fife in its passage from my teachers to me ; all was 
under the same Headmaster, and all was life-giving in the effects. 

I think the Five Senses are Five Gateways of the Holy Ghost ; 
my Master has certainly made large use of them in his dealings 
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with me. At my age one often “sits and thinks,” or, perhaps more 
profitably, “just sits,” like the old man in Punchy but with the 
Five Senses all awake. While thus engaged, musing, as it were 
in “some high lonely tower,” and listening through one of the 
senses to the ghostly concert of the owls hooting to one another 
in the forest at midnight, I find myself wondering whether the 
arguings of philosophers in their symposia about the nature of 
Reality are a phenomenon of the same order as the hootings, 
and of like ghostly significance in the ear of the Eternal. As 
there is a way of seeing Reality sub specie ceternitatiSy much prized 
by philosophers, why not a hearing of it in the same way, and a 
tasting,^ aye, and a smeUing of it, too, which possibly the owls 
possess? 

I remember an occasion when a gathering of philosophers was 
discussing the problem of “Appearance and Reality,” then lately 
stirred up anew by Bradley’s famous book, and the argument 
was going very briskly when somebody present suddenly inter- 
rupted it with the following question : “This discussion that is 
going on now, the problem before us, the arguments on both 
sides, you who are arguing and I who am hstening in bewilder- 
ment — is it all Appearance or is it Reality? Do my ears deceive 
me? For God’s sake tell me whether I am dreaming or awake.” 
Not one of the philosophers made answer ; they were as men 
stricken dumb with indignation and, after some angry looks at 
the interrupter, who had the reputation of being a nuisance, the 
president called for the next speaker. Well, the Five Senses for 
me every day and in all weathers! If they are liars there is no 
truth, except, of course, that everything is a lie, including the 
statement that it is so — a rather awkward conclusion. Such is 
the sort of philosophy I have learnt from life, if I am not too 
presumptuous in giving it so exalted a name. 

I cannot claim to remember all I have been taught — I wish I 
did — nor that what I remember is correctly remembered, nor 
that what I have learnt has been effectively learnt. Between what 
the teacher teaches and what the learner learns from it there is 
often a great difference, which may be for better or for worse. 

^“O taste and sec that the Lord is good.” Psalm 34, 8. 
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That there have been these differences in my own case I am sure, 
but whether for better or worse I know not. And of much that 
I have been taught, and shall here record, I am bound to say (as 
who in hke case would not have to say?) video mcliora proboque 
deteriora sequor, which is almost equivalent to saying I have not 
learnt it at all, or at least not effectively. God mend us all! 

I have lived so long and learnt, in consequence, so many lessons 
from life, that indefatigable teacher, that were I to write it all down 
the record would run into volumes. And I am learning still ; 
aye, and unlearning, too ; for I have never learnt a new lesson 
save at the cost, often painful, of unlearning an old one. The 
tale of the lessons I have had to unlearn would fill as many volumes 
as the other. But learning and unlearning are perhaps two names 
for the same operation and the tale of this the tale of that. 

In what follows I shall confine myself to a few only of the 
lessons which, so far, I have not had to unlearn. If I write with 
the authority of age, it is also with the knowledge that such 
authority has sunk to a low ebb in the eyes of the present genera- 
tion. It is all the authority I have. 

Every lesson here recorded informs the reader of another lesson, 
unrecorded, which I* have not learnt. I might, indeed, adopt the 
method of recording the lessons I have not learnt and leaving the 
reader to infer from them the lessons I have learnt, but this would 
be too roundabout, and would justly expose me to the charge of 
shirking my task, I ask the reader’s pardon if hereafter I fall into it 
unawares, as I easily may, since it is the line of least resistance and 
much in the fashion. 

I am far from claiming that all the lessons recorded are to my 
credit, or such as to enhance me in the esteem of my fellow men. 
Whenever they arc not so, the cause will lie not in my Master, 
whom I regard as infallible, but in the learner who, as so often 
happens, has got his lesson amiss and perverted it in the learning. 
The truth is that, like Mr. Bernard Shaw, I find it very hard to 
distinguish between life and God, and am half tempted to entitle 
my record “What I have learnt from God.” To pursue tliis 
further would involve me in a cloud of metaphysics, wliich I 
am unwilling to do, at least at the outset. 
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The greater part of what I have learnt is not for publication. 
I must make a selection, and will begin with a lesson I have learnt 
about myself, and this, too, will be only a morceau choisi. 

So now to business. 


ABOUT MYSELF 

My religion is the interpretation, fallible no doubt, which 
life has enabled me to make of the manifold experience furnished 
by itself. It rests upon the conviction that God is Life and Life 
is God and that, most assuredly there is no other God but This. 
I live in Him. So, reader, do you, and just as fully when you deny 
His existence as when you affirm it. My doubts and denials, 
which are many, arc as integral to my rcHgion as my beHefs and 
affirmations. To every bchef that I hold a doubt corresponds 
and, to every affirmation, a denial ; each is necessary to the other, 
and both are from God. Every article in my creed has a note of 
interrogation at the end of it, and it is God who has put it there. 
He is the Everlasting Interrogator — one among His infinite 
attributes and perhaps the most wonderful. The first articulate 
words spoken by God to man — so the Bible tells us — took the 
form of a question, “Adam, where art diou?*' To the last man 
perishing on an ice-bound planet, when the laws of thermo- 
dynamics have done their uttermost, as to the first man in the 
Garden of Eden, this same question will come — “Where art 
thou?” And the answer, if truly given, will be, “I am in God^ 
Between the last man, perishing on an ice-bound planet, and 
any man now living, you or I, when he stands on the brink of 
eternity, where is the difference? I know none that is essential. 
Death has equal dominion over all of us. 

Among the many lessons I have learnt about myself I give the 
first place to the revelation — I count it no less — of the depth and 
extent of my ignorance. This lesson overarches all the others. 
“Vanity of vanities,” said the Preacher, “all is vanity.” But he 
found it no vanity to put that statement on record. ’Tis the 
same with my ignorance. I am not ignorant of that. There is 
nothing I can claim to know with greater certainty. Let the 
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scientific Pharisee make what boasts he will ; but God be merciful 
to me an ignoramus! 

I have learnt also, if only as an inference from my own case, 
but an inference continually confirmed by observation, experi- 
ment and the Baconian method in general, that all men are in a 
similar condition, not excepting the arch-priests of science, the 
profoundest pliilosophers and the most impeccable of the saints. 
While there are many whose ignorance is less than mine, there 
are many more whose ignorance is greater, but all of them, the 
less ignorant than I and the more, are ignorant to a degree which 
can only be described as abysmal. We are all in the same boat, 
or in the same caravan, making our way, across “deserts of vast 
eternity,” to the same destination. In the grave there is no 
knowledge. 

This revelation of my ignorance, graciously vouchsafed to me 
by the all-illuminating Light, is naturally a revelation of my 
fallibility. Grounded though my beliefs may be on the little 
knowledge I have, they might well turn out to be erroneous 
were my knowledge to become even a trifle greater. Increasing 
knowledge has forced me to abandon so many beliefs which I 
once thought unquestionable that I am litde incHned to be pontifical' 
in proclaiming those I now hold. Even in recording what I have 
learnt, as I am now doing, there is always the possibility that I 
may not have learnt the lesson aright, or, having learnt it aright, 
may be recording it wrongly. There is, however, one exception. 
Just as the Preacher’s assertion that all is vanity is exempt from 
the vanity asserted, so the knowledge of my ignorance and falli- 
bility is itself infallible knowledge ; on that I am dogmatic to the 
uttermost and pontifical as any infaUible Pope. This exception 
is of the utmost importance and for the following reason. 

To be ignorant, and consequently falhble, is one thing ; to 
know that you are ignorant and fallible, as I do, is a different 
thing. How different! To be ignorant is to be in the dark; to 
know that you are ignorant is to be in the light. Knowing 
my ignorance, as I hope the reader knows his, I count myself 
among the illuminati and a son of God. It is my share in the 
Godhead, my inheritance of the divine nature ; a point at which 
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God and I are veritably one. For God is Light, and therefore 
invisible. As we do not sec the light, but only illuminated objects, 
so we do not see God, but only a God-illuminated world and 
our God-illuminated selves. Without His Light we should see 
nothing and know nothing ; nay, we should be nothing. For 
He is Life as well as Light, and the one in being the other. Have 
you come to the conclusion that there is no God? Without God 
you could never have come to that conclusion, nor to any other. 
You have found it by virtue of the fiery Logos which gives the 
Light that lighteneth every man born into the world and every 
object in the world from the greatest to the most minute. Along 
with the theist, you, the atheist, are among God’s witnesses, and, 
before God, I know not which of you bears the more cogent 
testimony to His existence — perhaps you. For I am bound to 
admit that you have a strong case ; but, the stronger your case, 
the stronger your witness to God. Save as God-illuminated and 
God-penetrated neither theist nor atheist would have a word 
to say on either side. He is proved by being disproved, being 
Himself a Living Paradox, as you and I, made in His image, also 
are. in our measures : Paradox calling imto Paradox, the human 
to the divine, whenever we worship in spirit and in truth. He 
is the Great Absurdity, you and I being Little Absurdities of the 
same order — though perhaps I should speak only of myself. On 
theist and atheist He makes His sun to shine and His rain to fall 
with no difference, nor can I find the slightest indication anywhere 
that the theists arc His favourites. Hard sayings, but true. Yes : 
to be ignorant is one thing : to know that you arc ignorant is 
another. We become significant in knowing our insignificance. 
And this whether we sit on a Papal Chair in Rome or stand on 
a soap-box in Hyde Park. 

What are you and I when measured against the awful immensities 
and eternities of the universe? What is the Pope? What is the 
orator on the soap-box? Mere nothings and equal in being so. 
Pride surely is the deadliest of the sins, or at least the silliest of 
the absurdities. And what pride so inflated and silly as that which 
prompts us to deem ourselves, or our race, the summit of creation 
and the darling of the Creator? But you and I may know the folly 
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of that pride, if not the wickedness of it, which Lucifer, whose 
fall it occasioned, did not know, the science of theology being 
then unborn, and God's existence, in consequence, a fact beyond 
question. Let us, then, be of good cheer. In knowing that we 
are nothing we become something, and something, believe me, 
than which the whole universe is not greater nor more august. 
Sursum corda! 


ABOUT GOD 

The truth about God, as my Master has taught me to see it, 
seems to lie at a point midway between tlie atlieist who declares 
that God docs not exist and the pantheist who declares that nothing 
exists but God. In this, as in all other great matters, and many 
small ones, Hfc has instilled into me a profound respect for the 
Aristotehan doctrine of the Mean and never failed to chastise me 
for my frequent lapses from moderation. It has been said that 
our worst vices arc virtues in excess, from which it would seem 
to follow, though I am not quite sure that it docs, that our best 
virtues are vices in defect. At all events life has left me convinced 
that in theology, as in morals, iruth hes about the mean betw yen 
^o extrem es. From a rcHgious point of view too much theology 
is worse than no theology at all. Theology when carried to excess 
is the death of rcHgion. It is like the Ehxir of Immortality which, 
if you take an overdose of it, kills you on the spot. All the sects 
arc based on extremist theologies of one kind or another ; were 
they to practise moderation the differences between them would 
vanish and there would be only one rchgion in the world. 

That God exists, though not to the extremity asserted by the 
pantheist, I find impossible to deny. “Of all points of faith," said 
J. H. Newman, “the being of God is encompassed with most 
difficulty, and yet borne in upon our minds with most power." 
Life has “borne it in" upon me with power that I am wholly 
unable to resist and equally unable to account for. 

There would be little point in saying that I bcHcve that God 
exists unless I make clear what I mean by “God" and by 
“existence." I will only say, though I might say much more, 
that I apprehend the existence of God as the constant pressure 
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upon me, and upon the whole creation, of a Power that makes 
for Excellence. I say for Excellence, and not only for the par- 
ticular form of Excellence known as “righteousness,"’ but in end- 
less variety. For example, as I sit writing tliis essay I am conscious, 
beyond all gainsaying, of a pressure upon me, urgent but not 
coercive, to make it as good an essay as I can, to tell the truth in 
it and to tell it in the best way. If the essay turns out a bad one, 
as it well may, that will be because I have failed to respond to 
the pressure which is urging me to make it a good one, the pressure 
of the Power that makes for Excellence. That Power, which 
permeates the universe, is God. His existence is dynamic. I never 
escape from Him, nor, reader do you, atheist or theist as you may 
happen to be. Though you take the wings of the morning and 
fly to the uttermost parts of the sea, the Power that makes for 
Excellence will be after you, will envelope you in its embrace 
and press dynamically upon every motion of your mind or body. 
Were its pressure to cease for a moment you, too, would instantly 
cease to be. 

Life has not taught me to explain God. But neither has it 
taught me to explain myself My own existence, though a fairly 
certain fact, remains for me an imfathomable mystery deep as 
the existence of God. To be sure I know well enough that there 
cannot be a One without a Many ; that is an elementar\^ truth of 
metaphysics; but metaphysics do not explain how many are needed 
to constitute the One ; the proposition would be equally true if 
there were only three human souls in the world instead of two 
thousand million ; and throws not a ray of light on the question 
before me, the question, namely, why one of the two thousand 
million should be the particular individual who bears my name 
and whom I know as myself. Granted that the existing two 
thousand million is the exact “many” needed to constitute the 
One, or the exact total of human souls required by God to carry 
out His purpose (though I do not see how it can be proved), that, 
surely, is no reason why L. P. Jacks should be one of them. 
Another man, bearing another name, would have filled the place 
and completed the quota as well as I, or better. Why me? There 
is no answer. I can think of many reasons why I should not exist, 
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and others perhaps might think of more, but not of one wliich 
necessitates my existence either for God’s purposes or for man’s. 
Yet here, to my amazement, I am, a manifest absurdity in the 
universe. No man, says LesUe Stephen, can give a convincing 
proof that the world would not be better off if he were hanged 
by the neck five minutes hence, and, certainly, if every man 
were hanged whose absence from the world is judged by some 
other man to be better for the world than his presence, not many 
of us would escape the gallows. Once more, we are all in the 
same boat, a crew of absurdities, two thousand million strong. 
By the grace of God we are what we are, where we arc, when 
we are, who we are and as many as we are. Even if I could prove, 
which I cannot, that my existence up to the present moment has 
been necessary for the maintenance of the universe, that would 
not justify my existence a moment longer, and would be no 
answer to those who think it high time I took myself off, as doubt- 
less some do, seeing that I am now very old and ripe for the 
undertaker, but still occupying lodgings and consuming victuals 
needed by younger men in an overcrowded and hungry world, 
a liability, in short, rather than an asset. Life has not taught me 
the answer to that riddle. 

I have learnt from life that my own existence is intermingled 
with God’s, but in a manner so baffling that all my efforts to dis- 
entangle the two come to nought. The line of demarcation 
between them, the line where immanence ends and transcendence 
begins, I cannot draw. It seems to be ever on the move, now 
here, now there. In nothing am I more acutely aware of my 
falhbility. 

I used to think, following a convention well estabUshed 
among tlie pious, that all the hits (or counted such by me) were 
God’s doing, and all the misses (called sins by some and, more 
charitably, mistakes by others) were due to me. I think so no 
longer. I now see that some of the shots I counted hits and were 
so counted by the markers (fallible men, those markers!) were 
really misses and some of the misses were really hits. It may 
well be that a Divinity was directing the misses or, as Shakespeare 
says, shaping their “ends.” I am strongly inclined to think so. 
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but cannot prove it. On the whole it would seem that God's 
existence and mine are sometimes two and sometimes one, and 
a mystery under either condition. 

I perceive that in this section I have been mixing up what I have 
learnt about God and what I have learnt about myself. The reason 
is obvious. God and man are mixed up and religion, of which I 
have next to speak, results from the mixture. 


ABOUT RELIGION 

My religion, such as it is (a poor thing, my masters, but mine 
own) has not been derived from the study of theology, of which 
I have studied more than is good for me, but direct from Ufe, 
as I suspect tliat yours, reader, if you have any, has also been, 
whether you know it or not. In my study of the theologians, and 
of the philosophers, too, I am often reminded of that great scholar, 
from Oxford way I believe, who became so learned in the classics 
that he did all his thinking in Greek and Latin, but had to consult 
the dictionaries to find out what it meant. 

As for the Psychology of Religion, I find it little more than a 
scientific dictionary called by another name, and make a point of 
forgetting it in my devotions, which otherwise it would kill. 

I have little use for its analysis, except as an intellectual pastime, 
which, however, is far from condemning it as useless. Strange 
things happen when lovers take to analysing their loves, of which 
the conversion of love into hate, and that for no reason at all, is not 
the most uncommon. And religion is either a love affair or nothing. 
Had Dante paused to analyse liis love for Beatrice the Divine 
Comedy would never have been written. How often is reaUty 
sacrificed to word-play! 

Some make rehgion an affair of the heart, others of the head, 
or of heart corrected by head, or of head corrected by heart. 
Some base it on Reason ; others on Revelation ; or on the two in 
conjunction. Some assign it to the emotions, or to the imagina- 
tion, or to a special reUgious faculty, or to a unique experience. 

Words! Words!'* Such is the comment on the Psychology of 
Religion that life bids me utter when I consider the flowers of the 
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field how they grow and, considering them, fall in love with 
their beauty. As who but a churl would not 

When daisies pied and violets blue. 

And lady-smocks all silver white. 

And cuckoo buds of yellow hue 
Do paint the meadows with delight? 

Tliis love affair, like others in the same category, is an affair 
of the ii^hole man, who is something other than any of the 
faculties named above and far greater than their added totality. 
Are you rchgious? Then it is as a whole man that you are so, in 
the indivisible unity of mind and body, with all that these include 
to the faintest motion of your spirit and the last drop of your 
blood ; ditto if you arc irreligious, though I think you will find 
it hard to be irreligious with the whole of you. To encounter 
God is to tremble through and through^ as Dante trembled when he 
met Beatrice on the street, and as all men do when they fall in 
love. I beg you, if you have not already done it, to read a great 
book — Man the UnknowHy by Alexis Carrel. There you will get 
a glimpse of what the Whole Man really is, of what you really 
are. You are a marvellous being, fearfully and wonderfully made. 
All the miracles recorded in history or legend arc as notliing in 
comparison with the miracle that keeps you alive from moment 
to moment. When I meditate on these things in the night watches, 
as I often do, I am overwhelmed with astonishment at the bare 
fact that I am alive and can find no fitting words to utter my praises 
of the Power that made me so and keeps me so, has kept me so 
from the time I was in my mother’s womb till now, and will 
keep me so to the end and perhaps beyond it, making the end into 
a new beginning. “Bless the Lord, O my soul and all that is 
within me bless His Holy Name,” is the best I can do. In tuas 
maims y DominCy meam animam commisi. 

The religion of the whole man has a leaning to silence and 
an abhorrence of vociferation. The Sons of Thunder have no 
place in its temples and are the least fruitful of its missionaries. 
Get you gone, Boanerges, say I : your voice is so loud that I 
cannot understand a word you say. I will not say silence alone is 
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becoming, though silence is very good for religion, and perhaps 
best. Songs express it better than discourses, poets better than 
theologians, music better than speech, and thirty-nine Psalms (the 
thirty-plinth and the hundred and thirty-ninth especially) better 
than thirty-nine Articles, Of all the music in which it finds a 
voice I think the “still sad music of humanity,*’ is to me the most 
revealing: 

Who never ate his bread in sorrow. 

He knows you not, ye heavenly powers. 

That also I have learnt from life. 

ABOUT PRAYER AND PRAISE 
The God whom life has taught me to worship needs no prayer 
of mine to induce Him to do me good. I cannot conceive Him 
as waiting to be asked, as not knowing that I need His help until 
reminded by somebody’s prayer, or as knowing it but holding 
His hand till somebody begs Him to act. Surely the great God 
is no such churl! Did He create the universe, with me as an 
atom of it, but illuminated with the consciousness of it, because 
He had been asked? Has He kept me alive these eighty-seven years, 
never for an instant withdrawing His everlasting arms from beneath 
me, as an answer to my prayers? Does He need to be reminded 
that I am here, as though He were “talking, or pursuing, or on 
a journey, or peradventure he sleepcth and must be awaked”? 
Nay, nay! In whom do I live, and move and have my being ? 
In Him. Whose the vitality of the air I draw in with every breath? 
His. Whose the pressure of the atmosphere, fifteen pounds 
avoirdupois to every square inch of my body? His. Whose 
the firm support of the ground under my feet and the light of 
consciousness wherewith I am conscious of it? His. In whose 
light do I sec what is visible, in whose sound hear what is audible, 
in whose strength do what is doable? In His. Who keeps my 
heart beating from moment to moment and the blood coursing 
through my veins? He who keeps the earth spinning on its axis, 
the fires burning in the sun and Orion on bis stately march amid 
the constellations ; He who paves the Milky Way with miUions 
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of worlds. Awful thoughts, my masters, and tremendous facts! 
Make it your practice, I pray you, to begin every day by meditating 
for a few moments on the majesty and the mercy of God. “Thou 
needest no prayer of ours to persuade Thee to bless us, for as the 
heavens are higher than the earth, so is Thy mercy beyond the 
striving of our thought.** So let all Uturgies begin. 

While thus teaching me to pray little, life has also taught me 
to praise much, nay, without limit, the one lesson being included 
in the other. If I often pray the kindly Light to lead me on amid 
the encircling gloom, that is more by way of gratitude for the 
light already given than of petition for its continuance, and springs, 
not from doubt that light will fail me, but from confidence that 
it will be given, whether I ask for it or not. The Kingdom of 
Laus Deo has no boundaries. 

Were the whole realm of Nature mine 
That were an offering far too small. 

There is many an experience of mine for which, taken by itself 
and in isolation from the organic totality, I can utter no blessing 
but only a curse, if I am to utter anything at all. Such is a tooth- 
ache, and a thousand other aches that flesh is heir to, mine and other 
men’s, of which the heartaches are the worst. But when I view 
these agonies, not in isolation from the sunset touches and the 
chorus-endings, but as interpenetrating these beautiful tilings, and 
by them interpenetrated, then it is that my Song of Praise for the 
Beautiful Whole to which they are organic breaks out with 
irresistible vehemence ; then it is that Ufe reveals to me the mutual 
necessity of joy and grief in the weaving together of its many- 
coloured pattern. For that sublime and beautiful Whole, alive 
with the high tension of the Godhead in every woven fibre of it, 
I bless the Lord, and it is the whole of me, gathered up in time from 
all the years that I and my ancestors before me have lived, and 
extended through all the space to which my utmost vision can 
reach, a thousand light-years from the spot where I now stand, 
that utters the blessing. Thank you! In those two words my 
devotions come to a head. If there is any other solution to the 
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problem of evil, then I know it not. My solution is “thank 

9i * 

you. 

To whom is my “thank you ’ addressed? Of course I must 
answer “to God” and have so answered already. I like not the 
name. Ignoble use has spoilt it ; its associations are misleading ; 
the sound of it is ugly, and therefore unfitting to its beautiful 
object. Used in public it needs the addition of liquid adjectives, 
such as “eternal” or “ever-blessed,” to soften the ugly sound 
and save it from suggesting a moral tyrant, a remorseless inquisitor, 
a magnified clergyman, or a wooden idol, as it so often does. 

How then shall we name the Eternal, the Ever-blessed ? I 
will only say, though I might say much more, that the simple 
word “T/iom” conveys, not indeed all that I mean by “God,” 
but the essence of what I am aware of in the Object to whom my 
devotions are addressed. Let “Thou,” then, be the name. If “I 
am” be the name He gives Himself, “Thou” will suffice for the 
response ^f this other “I am” which is myself. Is not “I am” the 
innermost name of all the human children as it is the name of 
their Father? 

These, again, are hard sayings, that is, things hard to say. In 
all I have learnt from fife, there is nothing harder to put on record, 
nothing for which the written word is so imperfect a vehicle, 
nothing the letter is apter to kill, than the lesson which teaches me 
to give thanks, not indeed for everything but for the whole of 
which everything is an organic element. That is good ; that is 
the beautiful Neighbour whom life bids me love as I love myself, 
and short of loving whom my love of the neighbour next door 
will be, at best, but a half-hearted affair. No creed contains tliat 
lesson, but its echoes may be heard in many an ancient Psalm, 
in Greek tragedy, in the majestic verse of Dante and Shakespeare, 
in the work of great musicians and, perhaps best of all, in the 
still sad music of humanity and in the songs of poets inspired to 
sing it, such as Bums, Wordsworth and Keats. Taught me the 
the lesson has assuredly been ; but who can claim to have learnt 
it perfectly? Not I. Here, however, is something which came 
out of me long ago, one of many such, in a time of great distress. 
Feeble though it be, it still remains the best recording I can make : 
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When my soul is in heaviness and my heart is disquieted within 
me : 

When darkness is round about my path, and all thy tempests go 
over my head : 

Then will I betake me to the Great Congregation to hear the 
psalm of thy redeemed and to cast my burden on the Lord. 

Thou shalt cause me to hear of joy and gladness : the songs of 
the blessed shall visit me in the night : 

They shall declare the might of thy spirit : they shall also make 
mention of thy peace : 

Of love made perfect through suffering : and the rest that remaincth 
for the children of God. 

As a cloud of witnesses they shall surround me : as ministering 
spirits they shall strengthen my soul. 

They fought the good fight, they kept the faith : they came 
through great tribulation, enduring unto the end. 

And now, O Lord, they rest in thy keeping : they shine as the 
stars for ever and ever : 

That the lost may be gathered in from all nations : and thy way 
made known to the uttermost parts of the earth : 

To such as wander in the wilderness : and to them that are afar 
off upon the sea. 

Thou c^est us into the communion of thy beloved : the glorious 
fellowship of the children of light : 

That we may walk in the joy of thy presence : who wilt greatly 
refresh us with the river of thy life. 

O, send out thy light and thy truth, let them lead me : let them 
bring me to thy holy hill and to thy dwelling place. 

O, draw me from out the great waters : lead me to the rock that 
is higher than 1. 

Then shall my soul return unto her rest : I shall come to the 
haven where I would be. 

ABOUT CHRISTIANITY 

Some there are who think that we are now suffering from an 

overdose of science, that we have bitten oflf enormously more 

than we can chew of our scientific victual, that our knowledge 
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of Nature’s secrets has become a fatal surfeit and, remembering 
Nagasaki, predict an end to the human race as the consequence 
of our excess. Can we in like manner advance too far in the 
knowledge of God? Can we have an overdose of that? Of 
pretended knowledge, yes ; of that the smallest dose is too much, 
and there is plenty of it to be had. Of hearsay knowledge, too, 
such as we impart in theological colleges, the dose may easily 
be overdone. But of real knowledge, No. Of that the dose is 
strictly hmited by God Himself. To that He has set bounds that 
we may not pass. We can know of Him no more than He 
permits us to know, which is very little of His full Reality, but 
all our frailty can bear and all that is good for us. In this, as in 
all else, “He knoweth our frame. He rememberedi that we arc 
dust.” There is much talk of “man’s increasing knowledge of 
God.” I count it vain talk, and greatly doubt whether man’s 
knowledge of God has advanced or ever will advance beyond the 
point reached by the writer of the hundred-and-third Psalm. 
“Verily Thou art a God drat hidest Thyself,” and well for us that 
it is so. Think (if you can) of all the energy pent up in all the 
atoms composing the material universe. What would happen if 
all that, now marvellously and mercifully held under restraint, 
were suddenly set free? Well, something like it would happen 
were God to reveal His full Reality. None could see Him and 
live. 

Well for us, I say, that He is a Deus Absconditus, that clouds 
of thick darkness veil the full shining of that Light from the eyes 
that it would bhnd, from the vision that it would quench. Life 
has taught me to be thankful for that. Laus DeOy once more. 
Were either God or the atom to go all out, the whole universe 
would be volatihzed, which perhaps has happened before, and not 
once but many times, for Eternity is large. Perhaps the two 
Explosives arc the same, differing only in their manner of explod- 
ing ; and the soul of a man another of the same order. Who will 
release the energy pent up in die soul of a single man? Were 
the soul to be “spht” I would not like to be standing by. 

If the definition of a Christian be that of a warm-hearted and 
open-handed gendeman, a good Samaritan and a good neighbour, 
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beloved by all decent folk and feared only by scoundrels ; thinking 
evil of no man, long-suffering towards fools ; a fair dealer, a loyal 
friend, a welcome companion and a sound sportsman ; free from 
envy, greed and censoriousness ; a man of charity, compassion, 
gratitude and kindly humour ; ideal in his aims, businessUke in 
his methods ; fond of children, flowers and all beautiful things ; 
considerate to servants, chivalrous to women, kind to animals, 
courteous to all men ; penitent in the House of God, humble in 
the presence of the Sphinx, but a terrible fellow when Apollyon 
has to be dealt with ; brave in danger, patient in sickness, cheerful 
in misfortune, radiant in gloom, temperate in prosperity, resolute 
in adversity, calm in the face of death — such a fine-tempered 
and gallant gentleman, Christianity’s best product, of whom the 
opposite is a cad, life has ever urged me to become; such I fain 
would be, nay, in my poor way, have striven to be, but, alas, 
am far from being. In that sense, and to that modest extent, my 
Master has made me as good a Christian as anybody else who has 
followed that gleam, though not as good as those who have suc- 
ceeded better than I, wliich, thank God, so many have done, of 
whom I hope you, reader, are one. Were the earth peopled with 
such, the Kingdom of God would have come, always provided 
they had their counterparts in the female denomination; otherwise, 
not. For Sigurd is no good without Brynhild; as Ruskin said, 
“the soul’s armour is never well set to the heart unless a woman’s 
hand has braced it.’’ Would that men everywhere would forsake 
their stupid worship of the PoHtical Idol with its ritual of mischief- 
making, and concentrate on the breeding, multiplication and nurture 
of such Christians ! 

But if you define a Christian, as history (never to be flouted) 
requires you should, to be a believer in one or other of the Church 
creeds. Catholic or Protestant, in the creed of Pope Pius, Thirty- 
nine Articles, Westminster Confession, or what other you will, 
then I am no Christian, have no desire to be, and am prepared 
to go to my God, as soon I must, on tliose terms. My Master 
has led me beyond the pale, outside of wliich, according to a 
great tradition, there is nulla salus, and there He bids me stand 
today and to stand undaunted. When, some thirteen years ago, 
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I was involved in trouble for lifting up my voice from the pulpit 
of an Anglican Cathedral and proved by a Bishop, in a well- 
reasoned speech before the Convocation of York, to be no Christian 
(though not necessarily a bad man) I accepted the verdict, with 
sorrow indeed, but without complaint and, I must add, without 
the least desire to turn myself into the Christian I was declared not 
to be. 

But God forbid that I say a word in disparagement of the 
historic creeds. They represent an immense, prolonged and heroic 
travail of the human spirit focused on the things that matter 
most, equal in concentration and intensity to the toil of science 
which, in our day, has resulted in the splitting of the atom, but 
expended in the better cause of finding deliverance from the 
burden of life and the dominion of death, to which the progress 
of science, in the total, has contributed notliing at all, but greatly 
increased the burden,^ and enhanced the triumph of the “last 
enemy” by providing him with a richer spoil. I doubt if our 
age is doing anything to the glory of God comparable to that 
great achievement of the creed-makers. That I cannot accept 
their formulations is of little import. Neither can I worship the 
gods to whom great temples were built in Egypt and Greece ; 
nor, reader, can you. But let not that abate our reverence for the 
builders and the awe in our souls as we gaze on the majestic ruin 
of their work ; let it not blind us to the fact that their work was 
wrought to the glory of the Most High, though perchance they 
knew it not. The gods for whom tliose altars smoked are dead 
for ever, and our chanted creeds now fall on many an unbelieving 
ear; but may it not prove to be that the ages which built the 
temples and the later age which built the creeds will be judged 
in the final audit to have been better employed than the age 
which split the atom and went in fear of being hoist by its own 
petard? 

In all the Credos named above I recognize the striving towards 

^Inventions which ease the burden in detail (e.g. the telephone) have 
the effect, by accumulation, of increasing the total burden to be borne, so 
that men may become worn out in the use of labour-saving devices. And 
many do. 
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a tremendous Reality, faintly glimpsed in all of them, but articu- 
ated in none, that mysterium tremendum, whose light, like the 
orce in the atom, would instantly slay us all, were it not liidden 
behind a veil and mercifully held in restraint. Nor can any man, 
or any company, convocation or council of men, give expression 
to it, and least of all can I, though every moment of my existence 
proclaims it a Reality beyond gainsaying or question, for which, 
however, understatement is the more fitting ; best apprehended 
when, giving it no name, as of one who carries an identity card, 
we address it simply as Thou ; real to our apprehension when so 
addressed, but then tremendously real. For such address to the 
Godhead the Creeds substitute an account of it, a compte renduy 
which inevitably becomes an overstatement and misses the mark 
by shooting beyond it. I find more truth in worship than in 
Creeds, in reverence than in theology. In three-fold reverence 
for what is beneath us, around and above; beneath, the teeming 
earth and the haunted cemeteries of the buried generations; around, 
tlie marvel of incessant creation and the amazing multitude of the 
creatures, each one fearfully and wonderfully made; above, the 
Abode of Light, home of the fiery Logos and the burning Sera- 
phim, embracing the universe as with the arms of a lover, and 
binding it together in love— in such worship, all men may yet 
unite, but in theology never! Beyond the circles of the organized 
Churches with their many creeds is the circle which embraces them 
all, aye, and much more than they, whose centre is everywhere 
and circumference nowhere, wherein there is no temple — the 
Holy Catholic Church of those who worship in Spirit and in Truth, 
the Beloved Community, the Great Congregation, the Beautiful 
Whole. Life has made me, I dare not say a member of that Church, 
but a candidate for membership. Verily there is nulla salus outside 
It! Sit mea anima cum ilia in saecula saeculorum. Amen. 

If wc take the Christianity of the first believers, up to the end, 
say, of the first century, as the norm of what Christianity is, I 
greatly doubt if there is any Church now in existence which 
can truly claim to be a Christian Church. The nearest approaches 
to the original form, if form it may be called, are to be found, 
I tliink, in the Society of Friends and, at the opposite pole, in the 
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Church of Rome ; in the former, as “a union of those who love 
for the sake of those who suffer,*’ or Kingdom of God ; in the 
latter, as retaining most of the mystery element, an immensely 
potent element, which came in, not indeed at the very beginning, 
but soon afterwards. The “mystery” (1 Cor. ii, 7 ; xv, 51) 
preceded the growth of the “familiar story” in the Synoptic 
Gospels, a story by no means familiar to St. Paul, the great apostle 
of the mystery, except as regards the Passion and Resurrection 
of the Christ, though this, indeed, is the terminus ad quern of all the 
Gospels, the clue to their purpose and the heart of the mystery 
itself. 

But in spite of these approaches (and there are others less near) 
there remains a great difference, if not an unbridgeable gulf, 
between our Christianity, of whatever complexion, and that of 
the first believers at the dawning of the faith — and what a bright 
morning that was, and how difficult for us to recapture the radiance 
of it! Verily that “radiant mom has passed away” and our 
Christianity has become like an old man groping among the 
shadowy recollections of his childhood : 

Whitlier has fled the visionary gleam? 

Where is it now, the glory and the dream ? 

Reduced to plain terms and briefly stated the difference comes 
to this ; that, whereas theirs was the Christianity out of which 
the New Testament came, ours is a Christianity which comes 
out of the New Testament. Let the fact be deeply pondered that 
Christianity was a living religion, firmly planted over wide and 
populous regions from Edcssa in the East to Rome in the West 
long before the New Testament as we know it came into existence, 
long before there was any authorized Christian Scripture to which 
appeal could be made as the Rule of Faith. 

At that stage, and it was one of astonishing vitality, never sur- 
passed in Christian history, Christianity had no literature of its oum, 
no Divine Revelation within the cover of a book or a roll of 
papyrus, nothing wherewith to propagate its Gospel and over- 
come its adversaries save the force and fire of the faith within it and 
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of the ipse dixit by which the faith proclaimed itself. Between our 
book-mediated Christianity and the Christianity which produced 
the books that mediate it, the difference is surely immense, and 
requires to be emphasized. 

Only those who know by personal experience what faith is will 
understand how the first successes of the new religion were achieved 
or even how they were possible. Today they would be impossible 
for the simple reason that the type of Christianity which produced 
them no longer exists. Nor does the material exist that would 
respond to its propaganda and accept its message. The propagan- 
dists would immediately be challenged to produce evidence for 
their bold assertions that Christ was risen, his kingdom at hand and 
immortahty to be had almost for the asking; and, failing to produce 
it to the satisfaction of critical science, would soon be criticized into 
silence. No such ordeal awaited the first missionaries of the Gospel. 
The fuel was ready to take fire. Once started it became a conflagra- 
tion. 

To be sure, these Christians had the Old Testament beliind 
them and made abundant use of it in their controversies with 
the Jews, for whom it had authority, St. Paul quoting it twenty- 
nine times in the course of the Epistle to the Romans, and without 
a single reference to the Gospel teaching. But this was Jewish 
Hterature, not Christian, and was of no use for the major task of 
converting the pagan world. 

Imagine, then, what would be the prospects of a Christian 
missionary in our day who should set out to convert the world to 
the Gospel of Christ with only the Old Testament at his back or in 
his pocket. Those were the almost incredible conditions under 
which Barnabas, Paul and many another devoted missionary whose 
name has perished undertook their task and achieved a measure of 
success at which we, in very different times, can only gaze with 
astonishment. 

Many years have passed since my Master first drew my atten- 
tion to this difference and taught me to meditate on its significance. 
The sequent lessons to which my meditations led me are too 
many to be recorded here, and I must leave them aside along 
with innumerable others. Suffice it to say that their general ten- 
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dency is to confirm the good Bishop’s proof that such as I are 
not Christians. But who is? 

ABOUT MY DUTY 

It has become the fashion in these days of hearsay and booksay 
Christianity to regard a man as no better than he ought to be 
if he answer the question “am I my brother’s keeper?” otherwise 
than with a ringing affirmative. Well, life has moulded me into 
precisely such a villain. I answer the question with a ringing 
“No!” Reader, I hail you as my brother. But I am not your 
keeper and will not allow you to become mine, no, not even if 
you stand in the Apostolic Succession. To be sure, if you find 
me lying by the roadside, wounded, helpless, and robbed of my 
money by prowling bandits, or by that arch-robber, the State, 
you may then proceed to “keep” me until I am safely deposited 
at an inn, with the landlord’s bill paid in advance to the time 
when I am a man again ; and if the parts arc reversed I will do as 
much by you; and more also. After I have seen my ill-used brother 
comfortably to bed, procured a doctor and a nurse, etc., etc., I 
will sharpen my good sword on the inn grindstone, remount my 
horse, return to the scene of the outrage, track the robbers to their 
den (which may be in Whitehall), and there I will fall upon them 
like a thunderbolt and teach the scoundrels a lesson that will 
make the story of what they have learnt from hfe a tale well worth 
the telling. After wliich the road from Jerusalem to Jericho will 
be safe for poor travellers, whether Samaritan or Jew, aye, and for 
priests, Levites and the clergy of all denominations; and it will be 
written in my epitaph “he was his brother’s keeper with a 
vengeance.” 

All this I have learnt from my Master to regard as my duty, 
mine but not necessarily yours or any other man’s, which, heaven 
assisting, I will do as aforesaid and, having done, will straightway 
repair to the Tribunal and there I will confidently submit my 
conduct of the affair to the judgment of good Christian men 
who, whatever they may say in their official capacity, will approve 
what I did in their hearts and, whatever texts they may cite against 
me, will wish they had done it themselves, and at worst let me 
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off with a caution — thanks to the Gothic element in their 
Christianity, that syncretist reUgion, which some think as important 
as the Greek element and hardly less important than the Hebrew. 
Reader, I trust the Gothic element is active in you, who are now 
my judge, as well as the Hebrew and the Greek : the tliree are 
powerful in combination. And should you ever chance to be 
again going down from Jerusalem to Jericho, think, I pray you, 
not unkindly of your erring brother, who refused to be your 
keeper, but made the road safe for your journey. 

Yes: I still refuse. Once we are men again, you or I, and the 
incident closed, no more “keeping” on either side, if you please! 
In God*s name, it shall not be! I absolve you, my brother, 
from responsibility for promoting my happiness and I decline 
responsibility for promoting yours. Let every man promote his 
own happiness, though I think he could be better employed, and 
count that pursuit a foolish adventure at best. That you and I 
have reciprocal duties I do not deny, but “keeping” each other is 
not one of them. 

Whenever the temptation arises to play the part of keeper to 
your brother, as it frequently will under the influence of the 
bad examples abounding in these days, make sure, I beseech you, 
that you have your brother’s consent to the arrangement before 
embarking on your “keeping” operations. Look at the matter 
from his point of view and consider how you would react if the 
positions were reversed. Otherwise, believe me, there will be 
trouble for both of you. What poisonous quarrels have arisen 
in private life from neglecting the precaution to make sure that 
your notion of good agrees with that of the brother to whom 
you projiose to do good, and, further (mark this!) that even if your 
notion and his agree, he is yet willing to have the good done 
him by you. And consider what happens on the great scale when 
one nation says to another “Brother-nation, I am your appointed 
keeper. I have a mandate to keep you. Go to then, I will keep 
you according to my excellent democratic notions of how a 
nation should be kept, teaching you democracy and making you 
as excellent a democratic nation as myself. For I am old, wise, 
experienced and strong, while you are young, foolish, inexperi- 
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diced and weak. Go to, then, and consent to be kept by me.’^ 
How docs “brother-nation** answer to that? Again I say — 
circumspice. Life has taught me to be observant of these things. 
Reader, I trust you are not inobservant of the same. 

Among our reciprocal duties none stands higher in my esteem 
than the duty to leave each other alone, but always provided it 
be coupled with the correlative duty of conscientious and loving 
attention to one’s own business. There is a poisonous doctrine 
abroad, daring to call itself Christian, and now erected into a 
principle of State policy, which encourages the maximum degree 
of interference in other people’s affairs. This wicked doctrine, 
sometimes called “altruism,” life has taught me to abhor, and 
to regard that man only as a true altruist who confines his 
interference with others to the minimum necessary, while other- 
wise devoting himself to the clothing of his own business witli 
all the excellence it admits of. I am all for laissez faire and laissez 
passer, but in their true and original meanings of “let every 
man get on with his job” and “let the goods he produces circulate 
freely according to the principle of Free Trade” — the summary 
of all altruism worthy of the name cither public or private. And 
note this. Of the two doctrines, the maximum and the minimum, 
the latter is immeasurably the harder to practise. To go for the 
maximum of interference is to take the line of least resistance, the 
line of self-conceit, in which all the meaner elements of human 
nature, of which the censorious element is the meanest, come into 
action and become habits, until we end by confirming the maxim 
that our worst vices arc virtues in excess. Hypocrisy lies that way. 
Alas for the crimes committed in the name of Benevolence ; there 
seems to be no end to them! In the early days of my schooling I 
was inattentive to this lesson and it was only after many chastise- 
ments, both corporal and spiritual, that my good Master at last 
drove it home. Be more teachable, O ye young men, than I have 
been! It will be good for you. 

ABOUT THE RIGHTS OF MAN 

Briefly, that he has none! No right to life, since no man has 
the right to be bom into the world, and consequently no right 
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to liberty, nor to the pursuit of happiness, nor to anytliing else 
within the compass of hfe. Life, liberty, and power to pursue 
happiness are gifts bestowed upon him for no merit of his, and 
his abuse of them has been so shameful that, were he to get his 
deserts, he would be instantly deprived of all three. He is utterly 
dependent upon God for every moment of his existence. To the 
mercy of God he owes it that he is still alive, free and able to indulge 
in the folly of pursuing a happiness which never is but always to 
be. 

But, note well, that while a man has no right to these things, 
no other man has the right to deprive him of them. Nor has that 
monster, the State. “Him,** said the fathers of democracy, “him, 
whether his name be George the Third or his title Mr. President, 
wc will suffer no longer to ride in his juggernaut car over the 
hves, hberties and happiness of poor men. A hook shall be put 
in the nose of that Leviathan and a bit in his mouth, and let him 
become a tame and useful beast.** Is not this what the American 
Constitution is driving at? 

A truce, then, to all this botheration about the Rights of Man 
and to the companion botheration about happiness! Your Charter 
of Human Rights has no basis in reality, and the wise man shall 
say “fudge!** when he reads it. Give him rather a Charter of 
Duties, but tell him not that the Assertion of Rights is one of 
them. 

As to the Conquest of Happiness, about which Bertrand Russell 
has written a book, I, for one, will not engage in it, unless it be 
in the conquest of the supreme happiness which consists in learning 
to do without it : all the other conquests are Pyrrhic victories. 
Does not history prove and your own experience attest that the 
assertion of rights is the perpetration of wrongs and the pursuit 
of happiness the attainment of misery? I have read a story — 
Anatole France, I think, was the author of it — about a philosopher 
who devoted his hfe to discovering the secret of happiness. At 
last he discovered it, only to find that his own happiness vanished 
completely and for ever the instant the secret was out, and rapidly 
sank into his grave. He had eaten of the fruit of the Tree of 
Knowledge. “To be perfectly happy is a terrible thing.** Nessun 
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maggior dolore. Do you not perceive that Death has dominion 
over it all? 

Our natures do pursue, 

Like rats that ravin down their proper bane, 

A thirsty evil ; and when we drink we die.^ 

CONCLUSION 

‘‘Above all the travail of humanity, in the midst of which we 
are hving, let every follower of the gleam proclaim on liigh the 
divine principle of love, of devoted love, to the end that a religion 
may arise, crown of Christianity and of every other religion, all 
taken up into one and concentrated on the perfecting of humanity 
in the life of the spirit, that is, in communion with God/’* 

Such is the terminus ad quem^ the port of arrival where my weary 
ship, star-guided over the great waters, drops her anchor in firm 
holding at the long last. A fair hinterland lies beyond. Arise, ye 
pioneers, and get to work! Again I say, gird up your loins and get 
to work! 

I began by recording something of what Ufe has taught me 
about myself and perhaps I have been doing nothing else all through. 
But is not that what every man does who writes a book, or a 
part of one? Is not the Republic a book about Plato; the Divine 
Comedy a book about Dante ; Hamlet a book about Shakespeare ; 
Back to Methuselah a book about Mr. Bernard Shaw ; nay, even 
Colenso> s Arithmetic, from which I learned to add, multiply and 
divide, a book about Colenso? 

Standing on the brink after eighty-seven years at school, and 
looking out on the “deserts of vast eternity** that lie before me, 
I hear the voice of my good Master bidding me take courage, 
and assuring me that the conclusions to which He has brought 
me are but the starting points of new revelations which shall 
better them all. From my heart I thank Him for the lessons He 
has given me and for the great times He and I have had together; 
for the long wrestle I had with Him by the Brook Jabbok, which, 

^ Shakespeare, Measure for Measure, 

* Alfred Loisy, Les Origines du Nouveau Testament (page 34). 
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made a man of me, and for the ladder He showed me at Bethel with 
the angels going up and down in their ceaseless ministries between 
earth and heaven. A magnanimous Master I have ever found Him, 
and not least in His chastisements for my frequent inattention 
and stupidity, which I thought rather cruel at the time they fell 
upon me, but now know to have been kind, for without them 
I should have been utterly lost. For die chastisements also I thank 
Him. For all the nonsense I have talked about Him — I, too, 
have been a theologian— I would pray His forgiveness ; but there 
is a smile on His face that tells me the prayer is unnecessary. So 
I will end with the following Canticle which came out of me 
about the same time as the other I have quoted, but is still the 
best summing up I can give of all I have learnt from life, both 
of what is here recorded and of innumerable other lessons that 
are not for publication. 

My heart shall indite a good matter : I will bless the Lord who 
giveth me Hght : 

I will say to the sorrowful. Be comforted : and to them that 
wait for the morning, Be glad of heart : 

For the glory of the Lord is risen upon the earth : the day breaketh 
and the shadows flee away. 

Lo, the Master calleth his servants : be ready to meet him, O my 
soul : 

Who forgiveth all thy sins : who hcalcth all thine infirmities : 
Wlio openeth thy way into the kingdom of heaven : who maketh 
thee heir of eternal life. 

O Lord our God, lift up the light of thy countenance upon us : 

renew thy promise as in the days of old. 

In thy light we shall see light : and thou wilt lead us to thy holy 
hill: 

And dwell with us and be our God : and the days of our lamenta- 
tion shall be ended : 

And all tribes shall be gathered together : and thy spirit poured 
out upon all flesh : 

The old men shall dream dreams : and the young men shall see 
visions. 


148 



GLORY TO HIM IN THE HEAVENS 

Then shall the earth clothe her in beautiful raiment : she shall 
shine as the daughter of the Great King : 

The houses of mourning shall be full of light : and the rod of 
the oppressor shall be broken for ever : 

And man shall rejoice in die work of his hands : and the habitations 
of darkness shall be no more. 

Be glad, O ye nations, and shout for joy : be strong and of a 
good courage, ye servants of the Lord : 

For the Hving God is our helper : he that sitteth above the heavens 
shall bring it to pass. 

Glory to him that hath his throne in the heavens : and liis kingdom 
in the heart of his servants. 

His kingdom is an everlasting kingdom : of his dominion there 
shall be no end. 
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Born in 187 6 y and educated at Eton and Cambridge, 
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played for England on many occasions. Is golf correspondent 
to "'The Times"* and "Country Life"" and is the author 
of many booksy in the subjects of which golf and Dickens 
figure prominently. 


B y comparison with those of my distinguished fellows 
my contribution must, I fear, be trivial and almost frivolous. 
They represent the world of great and solemn tilings, and 
I, as far as this book is concerned, represent only the world of 
games. I have very small claims to do so save in this, that games 
or rather one game has shaped my career, which must inevitably 
have been a very different one without it. 

“O Sairey, Sairey,” said Mrs. Harris to Mrs. Gamp, “little do 
we know wot lays afore us.” I do not suppose that it ever occurred 
to a beloved uncle of mine in the early eighties that he was pro- 
foundly affecting the life of a then very small nephew. And yet 
if he had belonged to any other regiment in the British Army 
that nephew’s hfe might have lain in quite other and, as I make 
bold to think, less agreeable channels. It chanced that he was in 
the King’s ; therefore he was quartered near Liverpool ; therefore 
he went to Formby to learn a strange new game called golf; 
therefore when he went home to Wales on leave he borrowed 
some flower-pots for the holes and laid out a course at Aberdovey ; 
therefore I took passionately to golf when I was about eight years 
old. If I had not begun then I might never have begun at all, 
or at any rate I might not have learned to play, as I did, moderately 
well. If I had not played moderately well nobody would have 
wanted me to write about it, and if I had not written about it I 
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should probably not have written about anything else. Q.E.D. 
It is clear that, as far as my obscure history is concerned, 
those flower-pots were liquid lead and wedges in the hands 
of fate. 

A game having played so large a part in my life the least I can 
do is to stick up for it and I mean to do so. Golf bears the reproach 
of being “an old man’s game” and it certainly has the advantage 
that it can be played with pleasure and even with success for longer 
perhaps than any other; but that point may be overemphasized. 
Once a man is a game-player, or for that matter an oarsman or an 
athlete, he remains so in spirit and in sympathy though he may 
long have ceased to take an active part. Rowing is a pursuit which 
most men must give up when they are still in the prime of their 
youth and yet it produces an enduring enthusiasm and an intimate 
world of its own. If one goes to Henley, as I have occasionally 
done with an eminent friend, feeling a little strange and shy at that 
esoteric festival and in such illustrious company, nothing is more 
striking, nothing, I think, more moving, than the sight of many 
comparative elderly gentlemen decked out in the gay plumage of 
their youth. The blazer of dark or light blue may have grown a 
little constricted or may even have had to be replaced ; the cap 
(having, like the Grand Panjandrum, a little round button on top) 
may seem, judged by modem standards, to perch insecurely on the 
very crown of the head ; but both proclaim Et Militavi and 
between those who have fought gloriously on the river there is 
an eternal bond and a fellowship second to none. As an inveterate 
dry-bob I make them my respectful compliments. Some of them 
may remain comparatively active by teaching the young idea 
from the towpath, but whether they do or not, they are for ever 
oarsmen though they never again sit in a boat. 

So it is at Lord’s or Twickenham or St. Andrews or at any 
other place where there meet together the votaries of a particular 
game. To each place belongs a particular fellowship, with its 
own “shop” and its own memories ; but they are all merged in a 
greater one, which speaks or at any rate understands the same 
language and has the same feeling for games, never wholly to be 
acquired by one who has not played. A common background or 
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environment early in life makes for a very particular and a very 
comfortable bond. Those who become friends later and are then 
separated by circumstances, may feel strange when they meet 
again, and as if it was hard to pick up the threads; but to come 
across after long years one who was at school with us is, by com- 
parison, to begin again naturally and easily where we left off. 
The common background of a game has, I think, much the same 
beneficent effect and indeed perhaps what I am trying to say is no 
more than this — but it is a great deal — that games provide a very 
good way of making friends. 

I do not propose to write at large De Amicitia, I take as axiomatic 
that it is good and pleasant to have plenty of friends. But there is 
this to be said about the friendships made through games, that 
they bring together people in very difierent walks of life and having 
otherwise very different interests. In die ordinary way a man is apt 
to have the majority of his friends among those of his own business 
or profession. That is natural and right, but it may make for 
rather too confined and parochial a circle. A game is like a club, 
another, to my mind, very pleasant institution; it forms a link 
between those of varied pursuits who might not otherwise know 
each other. Game-players have a bad reputation for talking shop, 
which is to the uninitiated incomprehensible and intolerably dull; 
but they are not perhaps quite as black as they are painted ; they 
do have lucid intervals. Because men meet at Lord’s or St. Andrews 
it does not follow they talk of nothing but cricket or golf. Through 
the original bond of a game we may make friends with those who 
can tell us all manner of exciting things about a life far removed 
from our common playground, which might have been a closed 
book to us. Some lines of J. K. Stephen’s come into my head and 
may help me out. 

Some have travelled and some have fought : 

And some have written, and some are bitten 

With strange new faiths : desist 

From tracking them ; broker or priest or prince, 

They are all in the old School 

There are many friends whom we do not track into their other 
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occupations ; we may hardly know what they are ; but we have 
that common meeting place, that environment we all love ; we 
are always glad to see each other again there ; it has made and it 
keeps us friends. 

There is one point on which I would particularly insist, namely 
that if we keep up with our game, even though we have ceased to 
play it seriously or at all, we ought to be assured of a number of 
younger friends. This must be good for us in keeping us younger 
ourselves and it is certainly most reviving to the spirits. It well 
becomes me to say so because I feel as if I had been exceptionally 
lucky. I have not missed a university golf match since I first took 
to writing about the game and that has brought me the pleasure 
of knowing many generations of undergraduates and of knowing 
some of them very well. The Oxford and Cambridge Golfing 
Society was founded the year after I went down from Cambridge 
which means that I have now been a member for some fifty years. 
That has meant many happy hours on tours or at our annual 
meeting at Rye spent in the company of those, who, as the years 
go on, grow collectively ever younger than myself, but do not 
seem to be so. In youth it gave us a great glow of pleasure when 
someone of an elder generation suggested that we dropped the 
respectful “Mr.” or even called him by his Christian name. When 
we are old the glow produced by the converse process is at least 
equally heart-warming. I have always tried gently to discourage 
young gentlemen from “mistering’" me, and they have responded 
with the most cheering kindness. 

It may be said that: “Superfluous lags the vet’ran on the stage” 
of games as of other things and doubtless there is the danger. He 
may become a ridiculous and a tiresome figure. Perhaps he is so 
regarded, for what other people think of us is often mercifully 
liidden. Yet I have a faint hope that he is not, if he can behave 
with circumspection. He must not, I venture to suggest, too 
resolutely refuse to grow up, but must try to learn his place. He 
must know when to join in the fun and when softly to vanish 
away, for the too juvenile old gentleman is beyond all question a 
bore. He must not want to manage his juniors, but must let tliem 
manage their own concerns. He must not put his oar in unless he 
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is asked, and then with great discretion. And he must, as far as 
he possibly can, avoid the undue praising of time past. 

The inclination is, I am well aware, almost overwhelming, 
especially so in the matter of games. If I tell my juniors that some 
favourite book of the past is far superior to those of the present, 
they can do more than assume I am talking nonsense, they can 
convince themselves of the fact by reading the book. If, on the 
other hand, I tell them that no one really knows what golf can 
be unless he saw, let us say, Jolin Ball or Harry Vardon, and that 
some modern champion is not worthy to black such heroes’ boots, 
they can think I am talking nonsense, as I almost unquestionably 
am, but they cannot prove it. I have in my armoury the most 
irritating of weapons; I saw these great men and they never did. 
Doubtless this is an admirable argument, but doubtless also it is one 
that we had much better keep to ourselves. Youth is sometimes 
goaded to quote statistics, to say, for instance, that some modem 
batsman has made more runs than an illustrious predecessor. Alas! 
that will serve it but ill, for crabbed age can retort with the far 
superior bowling and that on worn wickets which the elder cham- 
pions had to face. That fact of first-hand knowledge gives an 
advantage that is all too ruthlessly used. Age suffered from it years 
ago from a still older generation, and now that its own turn has 
come it will not Hghtly let it go. 

Games are singularly provocative of hero worship and it is in 
the nature of things that the worshipper must be younger than 
the hero. Once we are of the same age as some god-like creature 
and can speak to him not looking upward but almost on terms of 
equahty as man to man, something of the divine quahty goes out 
of him ; he is still great but he is almost human. I find it impossible 
to believe that youth now looks at the heroes of today with 
quite the same wide-eyed, unquestioning reverence with which I 
used to gaze on the great Willie Femie, as I followed him, an 
infinitely respectful Httle boy, round the links of Felixstowe. My 
brain reaUzes that it probably does, but my heart refuses assent. 
The fact is that comparisons between heroes of different epochs 
are always futile and almost always exasperating. True when 
several contemporaries meet together with nobody by, they may, 
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if they please, indulge themselves and say in effect (with Mr. Macey 
the old parish clerk in Silas Marner) : “There’s no voices like what 
there used to be, and there’s nobody remembers what we remembers, 
if it isn’t the old crows.” But if there enter to them one of another 
generation they had better relapse into a conscience-stricken silence. 

This is a counsel of perfection. Few can follow it and I am sure 
I don’t, but I try. Some people do not even try, but seem always 
to be angry when they write about the present. “A time when 
golf was really golf, and such modem rubbish as hammer-headed 
drivers, handicap trophies, and endless other doubtless ‘improve- 
ments’ was happily unknown.” So wrote an old Scottish gentleman 
and when I was an undergraduate it used to make me rather angry. 
Today I still remember it as an example of what to avoid, if 
possible. 

There is one side of game-playing friendships, not I hope too 
sordid but, let us say, eminently practical, which deserves a word. 
They are in many cases extremely useful. It is easy to think of a 
first job, a first brief, or some other such start in life that has come 
to its recipient from his fame on fields of play. But it is worth 
remembering that it is only a beginning ; man cannot hve by 
games alone and the start must be followed up. If it is not, the 
helping hand is Ukely to be soon withdrawn. On the other hand, 
if it is, the beginner acquires much additional merit with the 
world for turning his back on temptation and sticking to work. 
It may be possible but it is certainly not easy to strike a middle 
path. 

I can think of one distinguished game-player (not a golfer I may 
add) who, having for some years done nothing in particular, 
thought he would try the City. His friends rallied round him and 
on his first day there came an agreeable little spate of commissions. 
It seemed an ideal life ; he felt like Mr. Mantahni “on Tom Tiddler’s 
ground picking up the demnition gold and silver.” He arrived 
on the second day to find, strange to say, that the flood of orders 
had run dry. “The City seems very quiet today,” he remarked, 
and after the third day he cast the dust of it off his feet for ever. 
The incidents of my story may have been a little compressed for 
effect, but in its essence I beUeve it to be true. Whatever the 
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career, games can often afford a helpful push at the beginning but 
after that the player has got to be like a cabman, always ready on 
the rank. 

It is perhaps both too priggish and too obvious to say that it is a 
mistake to do nothing but play games, and in any case there will 
in the future be very few able to do so even if they want to. Never- 
theless, I will say it because it is what I should so dearly have liked 
to do myself at one time of my Hfe, and so have reason to bless 
the fact that I was not able to. To many the very notion must 
sound abhorrent, but I still think that for some Uttle while it would 
have been extremely agreeable, and for those who arc really dis- 
tinguished in games the desire must often have been horribly 
urgent. Yet those who yield to it come too often to rather a 
sad pass. Once their greatness has begun to decline, they 
seem too often to fall to those unsatisfactory occupations, faintly 
suggestive of Mr. Micawber, of selling something on commission. 
Wine and motor cars in particular suggest themselves. If they 
do not live overtly on their friends, they must have little sinecures 
invented for them. They arc apt to be known pitymgly as “Poor 
old so-and-so.’' A certain glory still hangs round them and we in 
this coimtry are very faithful and forgiving to our old heroes of 
play, but it is a miserable, heart-breaking end. 

Everybody who wants to point the moral can probably think 
of some who have made this fatal mistake and likewise of those who 
have avoided it. In the one case it would be cruel and in the other 
impertinent to give examples from among those now living. But 
perhaps it is permissible to give one name from the past. Alfred 
Lyttelton always seems to me a shining example. Perhaps nobody 
is ever such a swell again as one who is a swell at school, and at 
Eton Alfred Lyttelton must have been by far the greatest swell 
that ever lived ; incomparably good at all games, high in the school, 
having a charm that made everyone his willing slave. At Cam- 
bridge he repeated and added to these triumphs in a larger world. 
When he came down he must have had innumerable friends who 
would have done anything to serve him and make life easy for him. 
He resolutely turned his back on games, save strictly in their 
legitimate place, worked hard at the Bar, and as everyone knows, 
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rose to distinction both in his profession and in pubHc Hfe. 

It may be said that here is nothing more to praise than in any 
other creditable and successful career, and that he who puts away 
childish things and turns firmly to work is simply a reasonable 
man with a sense of proportion. I confess I do not think so. 
“Fame is a glorious thing though it lasts but for a day “ and the 
really famous player of games breathes a very heady incense. 
Because he is entirely wise to make a sacrifice it is a sacrifice none 
the less, not merely of the crowd’s adulation, which is by com- 
parison a mean thing, but of many happy hours and much pleasant 
company. He has to be to some extent a new boy again, to come 
down from the top of one ladder to the foot of another. He may 
be merely sensible, but he has shown more sense than a good many 
people would show if they were in his shoes, and I for one always 
feel a great respect for him. To think about nothing but games 
is to be a lamentable Peter Pan, and is in the end a soul-destroying 
mistake ; but I think it is wrong to underestimate the temptation. 

I mentioned just now the merits of a sense of proportion. They 
are doubtless great in all the affairs of hfe and not least in the matter 
of games which ought to be kept in their proper place. I only 
wish I could have possessed them myself but I know very well that 
I never did. I always minded too much, which often made me 
very disagreeable to play with and made me unhappy myself. 
Having got that egotistical confession off my chest I may discourse 
more generally. “I could fight pretty well,” said a very great 
golfer to me once, “if I could see the humour of it.” That was a 
wise speech, the more so as it came from one who reahzed that he 
had not always been able to live up to his precept. 

I think William James the philosopher has somewhere praised 
the sovereign remedy of “Don’t care.” I venture, so far at any 
rate as games are concerned, to substitute “mind” for “care.” 
Not caring is admirable in retrospect ; when it is all over it is doubt- 
less a mistake to be kept awake by the thought of a missed catch ; 
but games played without caring at the time are not worth the 
playing. We must want to win for ourselves or our side, and the 
preliminary “May the best man win” is, if genuine, a wretched, 
anaemic sentiment. If not, it is but an insincere flourish and deceives 
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nobody. To be a good loser is a great and shining virtue, but it 
comes into being only when the match is lost and not before. 

We in this country have often been accused by other nations of 
being hypocrites ; we cannot in the least understand why, and the 
accusation appears wholly unjust. Yet in games I think we arc 
sometimes a little hypocritical in that we pretend to care — or 
mind — much less than we do. It may not be wholly our fault, for 
we seem to have been brought up to it in all sorts of ways. At 
school we regarded as a hero the boy who could dash off his copy 
of verses in no time and do them pretty well; not the one who toiled 
at them and did them better. We are always disposed to think too 
much of him who could do all sorts of wonderful things if only 
he would try. Preparation is something of which we have never 
thought very highly, wherefore many people, with a speech hanging 
over them, persuade themselves that they will be all right when it 
comes to the point. It is a fallacy which has produced many 
excruciating hours for the wretched listeners and has made our 
after-dinner oratory something of a byword. 

This is apt to be our point of view in games. We reserve our 
greatest admiration for the “natural” player ; his conqueror, who 
has worked at the game, we damn with exceedingly faint praise 
and the epithet “made” or “artificial.” I am not arguing the point 
of how far it is right to make a toil of a pleasure; I am only gently 
protesting that if a man does work hard to master the technique 
of a game, he need not pretend that he doesn't. It would never suit 
our national temperament to become slaves of a professional 
coach as do the young college athletes in America; nobody 
wants us to do so and he would be disappointed if he did. But 
we need not be such humbugs as we often are in professing not 
to care when we are really straining every nerve and sinew for 
victory. It really is such palpable humbug ; but I think we arc 
growing rather more honest than we used to be. 

These mild and random reflections must now come to an end. 
“We camiot refrain,” wrote with a full heart a Scotsman of ninety 
years ago, “We cannot refrain for the life of us from closing our 
remarks on golfing with some expression of our intense attach- 
ment to it. . . . Golf, thou art a gentle sprite; we owe thee much.” 
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I feel that I must say the same, for my debt is a large one in point 
of good times and good friends. Let me not appear complacent ; 
but it is no use regretting that one was not bom an entirely different 
sort of person. The other day the members of the Brains Trust 
were asked what they would do if they could start life again, and 
while most of them seemed reasonably satisfied as they were, one 
of them wished that he could have been a gardener. That went 
home to me because I wish that I had learnt to have more interests 
and do more things, and one of them is gardening. I am profoundly 
ignorant of it and not in the least worthy to be the owner of my 
own garden. That is a great mistake and another was not to learn 
to be a fisherman in the days when the River Dovey ran almost at 
my door. I might surely have spared a few days from the links. 
Both gardening and fishing would have been such pleasant, pensive 
things to do and incidentally to write about. It would have been 
wiser to store up more resources. 

However, I am not going to repine and particularly at the 
moment at which I chance to be writing. In a short time, if all 
is well, I shall once again be going down with a team, though 
only in a non-playing capacity, to play againtt Cambridge, a 
team of old friends of various ages, against some who will, I hope, 
become new ones. To be able to do so, despite the long gap of 
the war years is certainly a cause for gratitude and I am very 
grateful. If it had not been for those Aberdovey flower-pots I should 
not be going to do it. There must be regrets and reservations but 
after all there is something to be said for making your work out 
of your fun. To spend a good part of your life doing the thing 
you happen to like best, in pleasant places and in pleasant com- 
pany, seems to me not unenviable. I am afraid I would do it all 
over again. 
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Bom at Simla in 1876, the son of a former Viceroy of India, 
and best known for his connection with Indian affairs 
{Undersecretary of State for India 1920-22; Governor of 
Bengal 1922-27). Also prominently connected with the 
work of the League of Nations^. 


W HEN ONE has reached the allotted span of threescore 
years and ten, one ou^ht, I suppose, to be able to 
summarize what one has learnt from Hfe; and if one’s 
Hfe has been full and varied, one ought to have learnt a good deal. 
But when one attempts to record the lessons of life, it is difficult 
to know where to begin and in what order to set them down. 
Some that were the hardest to learn may not have been the most 
important, and others may have been learnt so easily as not to be 
recognized as lessons at all. How also can one distinguish between 
the normal development of qualities and ideas witli which one 
started in life and others which were generated by actual experience? 
The inventory is not an easy one to make; but I will try and set 
down such things as my memory can supply me with. 

I was bom into a family richly endowed with worldly possessions 
and into a generation which still enjoyed the complete security of 
a hundred years’ peace. The Napoleonic wars with France ended 
before my father was born, and all my own children were bom 
before die wars with Germany began. The security of my home 
life was shattered while I was still at school, and the security of our 
national hfe before I was past middle Hfe. My father was Viceroy 
of India at the time of my birth. He was British Ambassador in 
Paris when he died. I was then fifteen years old, and up to that 

'The Editor and Publishers learned with sorrow of the death of Lord 
Lytton as this volume went to press. 
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age had known only the sheltered existence of a large comfortable 
home with plenty of servants and the highest social position. 
Immediately after my father’s death we lost all our money through 
the speculations of a friend in whom my father had trusted and 
who had betrayed the trust. Our scale of living had to be reduced. 
Our family home was let: we moved into a small house, and all 
expenditure was reduced to a minimum. 

This experience provided my first lesson in life, and what I 
learnt from it was that money was not essential either to happiness 
or to human dignity. Our poverty did not involve any social 
ostracism. My mother, whom I had known only as a social queen, 
either as Vicereine in India, as hostess at Knebworth, or as Ambas- 
sadress in Paris, accepted the complete change in her standard of 
living without a word of complaint or the slightest loss of dignity; 
and her example made a deep and lasting impression upon my 
mind and character. It enabled me to understand the truth of a 
saying she used often to repeat to us : “Lose money, lose little ; 
lose honour, lose much ; lose heart, lose all.” When Queen 
Victoria made her one of her ladics-in- waiting, the contrast of 
her periodic attendance at court, when she would wear her jewels 
and drive in a royal carriage, did not make more difficult her 
complete acceptance of the modest standard of living which 
economy necessitated when she was at home, for she accepted 
and filled this office not as a social distinction, but as an opportunity 
for service; and we learnt from her that all forms of service can 
be both honourable and satisfying. 

As I am speaking of my mother, I may say that the greatest 
thing I learnt from her — the thing which has most contributed to 
my peace of mind in life — was the acceptance of the inevitable 
and the rigid exclusion of that form of self-torture which comes 
from regret. So long as alternatives are possible and issues are in 
the balance, the anxiety of doubt cannot be avoided, but as soon 
as the die is cast, a decision taken, or an event occurs wliich nothing 
can alter, I have taught myself to banish all thoughts of what 
might have been, aU doubts as to whether the decision was right 
or wrong, all regrets for what is irrevocable. I can say that this is 
one of the things I have learned from life, for I was not bom with 
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tliis capacity, but acquired it by rigid self-discipline. It is a habit 
of mind which I recommend all young people to try and acquire 
while they are young, for it cannot be acquired later. 

A variation of this mental attitude is contained in a phrase which 
George Wyndham used often to repeat, in the days when I was 
his private secretary in Ireland. “Remember always,*' he would 
say, “that everytliing counts and notliing matters.** By this he 
meant that no effort must be spared, no least tiling left undone 
to win a game or to attain the object on which one has set one's 
heart, but if one fails — it doesn't matter, and must not cause one 
to lose heart. That always struck me as wise counsel for ambitious 
youth. 

To return to my childhood days, another thing that I learned 
early was tliat where there is innate sincerity class is no barrier to 
mutual respect. The hero of my childhood was not my father, but 
his valet. My playmates were the children of my village. I would 
go bird's-nesting with the son of our coachman, and play cricket 
with boys from the village school or the httlc Londoners in a 
cottage home for waifs and strays. The point is not that I made 
friends with them, but that they had no difficulty in making 
friends with me. Those were days when children were taught 
good manners, both at home and at school. The boys would 
touch their hats, and the girls would curtsey to my parents, and 
their parents called me “My Lord," but our friendship and intimacy 
were complete and sincere, a far more comfortable relationship 
than exists today, when the assertion of equality has only led to 
bad manners and class-consciousness. All my hfe I have had 
friends in all classes and have learnt from them that sincerity is the 
best ingredient of friendship. 

Having been born towards the close of the nineteenth century 
and now approaching the middle of the twentieth, I am able from 
personal experience to compare them in this matter of sincerity. 
I am struck by a great increase of this quality in all social matters, 
and an equally marked decrease of it in the political field, especially 
in all international relations. I attribute both developments largely 
to the wars of the last thirty years. War, hke deaA, is a terrible 
reaUty. It is a ruthless sifter of truth and sham. In times of war 
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men and women are judged by what they are, and not by what 
they pretend to be. Humbug and pretence cannot long survive 
in the atmosphere of war, and only that which is true and sincere 
commands respect. 

The nineteenth century was a period of prolonged peace and 
great intellectual activity, but being an age of romance, it was 
largely one of make-believe. The Romantic Revival, which began 
with Scott, was a revolt against the formality of eighteenth-century 
style, but the departure from conventions and the breaking down 
of previously accepted rules which followed in literature, art 
and music, were accompanied by great artificiab’ty in dress, 
behaviour, and habits of thought. Truth counted for nothing ; 
everywhere was make-believe. Brick houses were covered with 
stucco to look like castles ; ruins were built to give an air of 
romance to the countryside ; clothes were designed to conceal 
as far as possible the shape of the human form ; loose conduct 
was overlaid with strict morals or lofty sentiments ; poverty 
concealed by a false show of wealth. In almost everything the 
counterfeit passed for the truth. 

Although much of this elaborate artificiality had been discarded 
before the end of the century, traces of it lingered on until 1914, 
when for the first time in its history the country became involved 
in a war which affected the whole population and not merely its 
professional soldiers and sailors. The social revolution brought 
about by those war years marked a complete change from all 
nineteenth-century habits, customs, dress and behaviour. In the 
fierce testing fire of that war-experience, only what was natural and 
genuine could survive ; and the process then started was completed 
during the even more totalitarian war conditions of 1939-45. 
These two wars effected social changes in this country as complete 
and far-reaching as those brought about in France by the French 
Revolution at the end of the« eighteenth century, and greater than 
any which could have come about in a hundred years by a normal 
process of development. 

But whereas the effect of these wars on private life was to intro- 
duce a greater measure of sincerity and less artificial habits and 
behaviour, in pubHc life their effect has been the exact opposite. 
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It has been said that truth is the first casualty in war. Military 
authorities regard truth as a dangerous crime. In order to deceive 
the enemy, it must be suppressed, and may be perverted. Govern- 
ments that have practised deception for many years as a military 
necessity become skilled in the process, and continue the habit 
long after the necessity has disappeared. As most of the nations 
of the world have either been engaged in actual warfare, or have 
been obsessed by the fears and suspicions which are the fruits of 
war, for the last thirty years, scarcely a vestige of truth or sincerity 
now remains in their relations with one another or in the language 
of their diplomatic communications. Words today in the sphere 
of international politics have lost all meaning, since they bear not 
the shghtest relation to the facts or the intentions wliich they 
profess to describe. Examples of the divergence between profession 
and performance, or of the use of words in a sense completely at 
variance with their generally accepted meaning could be selected 
almost any day from the newspapers in which the speeches of pohtical 
leaders or the reports of international conferences are recorded. 
A single example, however, stands out so prominently as to be 
within the memory of everyone. 

On August 12, 1941, the President of the United States and the 
Prime Minister of Great Britain met ^ach other on the high seas, 
and issued a joint declaration which came to be known as the 
Atlantic Charter. This famous declaration was subsequently 
accepted by thirty-five other nations which were at the time of 
their acceptance allied belhgerents against die Axis Powers. It was 
presumably intended to be a statement of their war aims, and was 
generally regarded as such. Although couched in vague terms, it 
defined the general principles which these countries pledged 
themselves to follow, if ultimate victory should give them the 
power to dictate the terms of peace. 

The Adantic Charter began with the following two clauses; — 

1. Their countries seek no aggrandizement, territorial or other. 

2. They desire to see no territorial changes that do not accord 
with the freely expressed wishes of the peoples concerned. 

These principles, thus defined, clearly appUed not only to any 
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ulrimatc settlement between the Allies themselves, but also to the 
enemy countries against which they were then fighting. The only 
possible interpretation to be put upon the words is that the signa- 
tories of the Charter pledged themselves, in the event of victory, 
not only to respect the integrity of each other’s territory, but not 
to make enforced annexations of the territory of their enemies. 
‘‘They seek no territorial aggrandizement” can only mean “They 
will not increase their own territories by adding to them territory 
taken from other countries.” “No territorial changes that do not 
accord with the freely expressed wishes of the peoples concerned” 
can only mean “people shall not be transferred from one country 
to another without tlieir consent.” At the time the declaration 
was made no one doubted that the words used had these meanings, 
and the object of the declaration was presumably to weaken the 
wiLl-to-war of their enemies by assuring them that their surrender 
would not involve the annexation of their territory. Unless this 
were the object, there was no point in making the declaration at 
the time it was made. 

Now compare the profession of the Atlantic Charter with the 
performance of its signatories, when die unconditional surrender 
of their enemies was finally secured. Their performance is to be 
judged not only by annexations or territorial changes already 
made without any regard to the wishes of the populations involved, 
but by the proposals for further territorial changes that were later 
discussed at the Peace Conference in Paris, and already agreed upon 
by the countries whose statesmen were the original authors of the 
Adantic Charter. By such common consent has tliis great declara- 
tion of high altruistic purposes been consigned to oblivion that it 
is not even referred to by those who have suffered by its disregard. 

As to the misuse of words, “democracy” is perhaps the one 
most commonly employed without the shghtest regard to its real 
meaning, and “democratic,” “firecdom-loving” and “peace-loving,” 
or “fascist,” “reactionary” and “imperialist” are epithets used as 
carelessly as those seleaed by a schoolboy from his Gradus when 
writing Latin verses — the first three being interchangeable for 
those of whom I approve and the second three for those of whom 
I disapprove. 
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In national politics the tendency has been much the same. 
Here, too, Truth is a displaced person, seeking a home and finding 
none. Party window-dressing to captivate the electorate would 
be deemed fraudulent in the prospectus of a business company. 
The language of politicians, whether when praising their own 
party or criticizing that of their opponents, has little more relation 
to fact than that of international diplomacy. The action of 
government, whetlier when praising their own party or criticizing 
that of their opponents, has little more relation to fact than that 
of international diplomacy. The actions of government depart- 
ments are as grotesque and cumbersome as the Victorian crinoline. 
Lookmg back at the end of a long life, I can say that in my experi- 
ence, whilst in all personal relations, in society and in business 
honesty, sincerity, straightforwardness and truth are the qualities 
expected and largely met with, in pohtics romance is still as 
fashionable as in the last century. 

I have had many other experiences. I have travelled round 
the world and lost a day somewhere in the Pacific Ocean. I have 
visited many countries and seen beauty in many forms — dawn in 
high mountains, the phosphorescent sea under a tropical moon, 
fireflies dancing in Italian fields, the incomparable serenity of an 
Arctic night, the pink glory of a flock of flamingos rising from a 
blue lake in Indian sunlight, the song of birds, the dazzling purity 
of sunlit snowfields, and the loveliest buildings that human hands 
have erected. From all these I have learned that it is not only in 
our infancy that heaven lies about us. The gates of heaven are 
open all round us for those who have the eyes to see through 
them. Such services as I have been able to render have been 
lavishly recompensed by high honours and decorations; but one 
of my most cherished memories is the honour paid me one 
day by a little girl in the Whitechapel Road, who put her hand in 
mine and said, “Please, sir, will you pass me across the road?” 

As we travel through life we learn many things from personal 
experiences, from intercourse with our fellow men, from travel, 
from books, but on the whole we find, I think, only what we 
look for; and at the end the truth is we are not so much that we are 
what life has made us, as that our life has been for us what we have 
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made it. It is one of the kind provisions of nature that our memory 
is more retentive of pleasant then of unpleasant experiences. We 
remember always the few fine days we have enjoyed; the countless 
cold wet ones are soon forgotten. So it is the beauty rather than the 
ugliness of life that lingers in my memory, the kindness and 
generosity of friends rather than the hatred and cruelty which also 
abound. 

While I was still at school I became acquainted with a lovely 
Greek sentence in a play of Sophocles, where Antigone says, 
“I was not bom to share men’s hatred, but their love,” and all 
my life these words have defined my attitude to the causes and 
movements which I have espoused. In religion, in politics, in 
social reforms, I have shared the sympathies and been repelled by 
the antipathies of every cause, and thus I have never been able to 
become a wholehearted partisan. I eschew labels, because I have 
found that in the great religious and political struggles of history, 
and in those of my own lifetime, the adherents of all creeds and 
all parties, while they condemn the cruelties and hatreds of others, 
are themselves cruel and vindictive to their enemies. To me 
cruelty is revolting, whether it is practised by Catholics or Pro- 
testants, by the Inquisition or by Atheists, by Jews or anti-Semites, 
by Nazis, Fascists or Communists, by aristocrats or SociaHsts. 
Every cause which aims at the rehef of human suffering, the 
removal of injustices, or the increase of human happiness has had 
my sympathy and support. Every act of spoliation, or persecution, 
or cruelty, or injustice, has my condemnation, even though prac- 
tised by friends or done in the name of justice or retribution. I 
can see some good in all political parties, all good in none. For 
the same reason I am impatient of sweeping generalizations about 
other countries. I neither share the prevalent British dislike of all 
foreigners, nor the hatred of particular countries because we have 
been at war with them. I suffered many insults and much rudeness 
from Germans in my young days ; I have plenty of cause to 
dislike them, but I owe my life to one German doctor. I made 
many friends when I was in Japan ; that friendship does not 
exonerate their countrymen from blame for the cruelty they 
practised in the war, but it prevents me from branding all Japanese 
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as uncivilized savages. In my young days it was a crime to be a 
pro-Boer, yet every Englishman today would be proud to shake 
the hand of Field Marshal Smuts. At the beginning of the last 
century an English general declared that he could not sleep in his 
bed at night so long as one Frenchman remained ahve ; yet no 
Englishman today regards France as a potential enemy, no French- 
man has reason to fear England. Before the present century closes 
our fears of Germany or Russia may be equally out of date. 

One last word I may add for the benefit of the younger genera- 
tion. It is customary to beheve that progress is a law of nature, 
and that the world goes on getting better and better. My life 
has taught me that this is not so. Experience emphatically dis- 
proves this comfortable belief. We have seen in recent years 
cruelty, brutality and persecution which at the beginning of my 
life no one would have imagined possible, deeds which surpass 
in their horror the worst crimes of the Middle Ages. Yet those 
who perpetrated them believed that they were justifiable, such is 
the hypnotizing quality of bhnd partisanship. No, if the world is 
to progress we must take a great deal of trouble and be ceaselessly 
vigilant. Otherwise the world will easily deteriorate, and the 
advance of science only increases the danger. Greater knowledge 
has but added refinements to cruelty, and science has now placed 
in men’s hands such power of destruction that unless means can 
be found to end war, the next war will end the world. 
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I OFTEN WONDER whether the rising generation of today 
fully reahze the extraordinary and even revolutionary age in 
which they arc hving. The changes diat have taken place 
since the latter part of the last century, when iny active working 
life began, liave indeed been revolutionary. To those whose 
experience in life has been confined to the last twenty years, our 
present age may seem by no means extraordinary. Perhaps only 
those who have lived and worked over the past fifty years, and 
more especially those in positions of responsibility, can appreciate 
to the full the amazing transformation of social life that has taken 
place as a result, in the main, of scientific and technical advances. 

The social historian of the future will, I think, regard the period 
in wliich we are living as remarkable for two tilings. In the first 
place, there lias been the rapid and ever-growing acceleration 
in the rate of progress of scientific research and teclinical develop- 
ment, and the accompanying rise in the standards of material com- 
fort, not merely of the privileged few but of all classes. This rise 
in the general standard of living during die past fifty years is 
obvious and significant, but the wider diffusion of the good 
things of material existence could not have been achieved except 
by a marked growth in the national income, and this in turn 
could come about only as a result of teclinical advance. Progress 
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in science and technology was rapid enough before the Second 
World War, and it is a matter for some reflection that the needs 
of war should, as in the First World War, once again have given a 
fillip to research, and telescoped into a few years what before the 
war would have been regarded as the work of a decade or more. 

I now come to what I would describe as the second major social 
phenomenon of our time, to which perhaps too little constructive 
thought has been devoted in this country. The ever-rising stan- 
dards of amenity and comfort, which we have come to regard 
almost as a birthright, could not have fructified if there had not 
been a parallel evolution in industrial organization. I refer to 
the emergence of the large corporation, whether public or private, 
which to an increasing degree has come to dominate the scene, 
not only here and in the United States, but also, I gather, in 
collectivist Russia. 

It is curious how the large undertaking — in the past necessarily 
under private ownership— has so frequently been regarded as a 
sort of evil emanation of “Big Business’’ and, so it has been con- 
tended, of necessity socially undesirable. Yet it requires no pro- 
found economic analysis to realize that the rising standard of living 
for all is dependent on mass production, and that the technique 
of mass production involves large plants and large-scale organiza- 
tion — in other words, the large corporation. Who owns it, 
whether private enterprise or the State, is immaterial from the 
point of view of its fundamental social purpose, namely, the 
production on a large scale of goods at a price within the reach 
of the mass of consumers. And the same applies to services, includ- 
ing such natural monopolies as power, water and transport. 

It is obvious that large undertakings of any kind present major 
problems of organization. It would be idle to pretend that a 
complete solution to these problems has been found, whether 
here or in the United States, where much thinking and study 
have been directed to analysing the conditions under which the 
large productive units such as General Motors, to name only one 
great enterprise, can survive. One cannot deny that questions 
of administrative structure are of the first importance : the chain 
by^j^which authority is devolved, the Hmits of devolved authority, 
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the degree of specialization of function, the test of efficiency, the 
problem of ensuring the succession — ^to mention some of 
the questions that need to be discussed and determined — are all 
matters of the greatest significance. Yet, important as the machinery 
of administration may be, it must never be forgotten that such 
machinery exists merely to enable human beings to co-operate 
for the achievement of a given purpose and that, in the last analysis, 
it is the human factor that, in administration of whatever kind, 
determines success. 

The large corporation, whether pubhe or private, has come to 
stay. It is not so much an integral part as the condition of the 
survival of our present social and industrial order. The retention 
and improvement of the standard of Uving already attained, and 
the wider diffusion of that standard are alike dependent on the 
success with which these great bodies are administered. Those 
whose duty it is to direct their affairs at a high level — and I am 
thinking not only of chairmen and members of boards, but also 
of the senior officials — have a very heavy responsibihty. The 
successful discharge of this responsibihty is not determined solely 
by the form of organization, though a fundamentally wrong form 
of organization may go far to frustrate the efforts of all. Never- 
theless, our Anglo-Saxon way is the evolution of administrative 
structure by trial and error, rather than by the method of a priori 
analysis. As a people we arc always inchned to apply the simple 
practical test, “Does it work?’*, rather than to inquire, “Does it 
conform to strict logical analysis?”, an approach which seems to 
be favoured by other peoples. The former method of approach 
may not suit the logician, but somehow or other it suits the Anglo- 
Saxon. At any rate it ^ives, I suggest, fuller scope for personality 
and originahty and, ultimately, for the human factor. It is to the 
problems of human quaHties and human relations that the attention 
of ambitious young men and women, whom it is to be assumed 
have had a satisfactory basic education, can most profitably be 
directed. What, then, are the quaUties needed by those who are 
destined to take the lead in the large corporations, whether public 
boards of the pattern of the London Passenger Transport Barod 
or the new National Coal Board, or the great private under- 
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takings wliich arc household names both here and abroad? 

When everything has been done in an effort to select and train 
the right men to carry on the affairs of an undertaking after the 
present administrators have retired from the scene, there can still 
be no certainty that the problem of the succession has been solved. 
Men who show every promise and seem to have, within reason, 
qualities which fit them for leadership are frequently found in 
the upshot to be lacking in certain vital respects. There may be, 
for example, personality without fundamental cliaracter, or without 
background obtained by patient study and reflection and from 
observation of men. And there is the case of the man of profound 
{coming, unilluminated, however, by personality or sagacity or 
knowledge of men and the springs of conduct. There is every 
shade of personality between such extremes. What quahties, then, 
should we seek in those who may be called upon to administer 
these great enterprises? 

It is evident that “character’* is a fundamental but not always 
decisive quaUty. Learning, too, is valuable, though by no means 
essential. But there is one faculty that is indispensable in the great, 
as in the smaller, affairs of life, and that is the quaUty of decision. 
No organization, great or small, can survive unless everybody in 
it knows that, both in matters of policy and daily administration, 
they can get clear binding decisions without fumbUng and pro- 
crastination. In matters of policy, there must be in the minds 
of all concerned the knowledge that once the issue has been 
thoroughly discussed from every angle, and everybody who is 
entitled to be heard has given his opinion, a decision will be taken 
which can safely be acted upon in the sure knowledge that there 
will be no vacillation, and that those who have to carry it out, 
however difficult and unpleasant it may be, will be supported 
through thick and thin in the execution of the policy that has 
been decided upon. This may all sound very elementary, but 
in my experience it goes to the root of successful management. 
Without this quahty of decision nobody can safely be entrusted 
with the oversight of the affairs of any undertaking, and least of 
all of these great corporations which employ, under present-day 
conditions, perhaps hundreds of thousands of men and women 
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and the actions of which are capable of influencing for good or 
ill the comfort, well-being and prosperity of the community as 
a whole. 

I have hinted that decision is not enough ; it must also be speedy. 
The reflective and, it may be, more scholarly types of men, do 
not always sufficiently appreciate that any decision based on 
sound judgment is better than no decision at all. It is true that a 
decision may not always be the best one but, such is the complexity 
of human affairs, we can never be confident that we are fully 
acquainted with all the relevant facts. It so often happens in real 
life that the decision taken on the basis of an incomplete knowledge 
of the facts turns out right in the end. Very often, too, there is 
m#rc than one solution to a given problem. It must never be 
forgotten also that in the affairs of life the decision may itself 
influence the psychological environment, and may well render 
proper and workable an imperfect and even “wrong** judgment, 
perforce arrived at in the absence of a full knowledge of all the 
considerations involved. 

There is no magic formula by which the superficially simple 
quality of making up one*s mind can be instilled, but the mere 
possession of this indefinable quality is not enough for its successful 
exercise, which depends on other factors upon which it is impossible 
to lay too much emphasis. Many second-rate minds are under 
the delusion that little more is involved in making a decision 
than tlie mere exercise of overriding authority. But a decision 
has to be carried into effect and this will never be efficiently done 
unless the decision seems to those who have to execute it to be 
essentially a reasonable one. It should be obvious that, if decisions 
arc to be fully effective, the co-operation of those who have to 
carry them out must be eidisted. A decision does not turn only 
on a knowledge of the material facts but also on judgment of the 
reactions and outlook of the people who may have to act upon 
the decision as well as of those who, as “consumers** in the widest 
sense, may be affected by it. In other words, die quality of capacity 
of making decisions must be tempered by common sense or that 
more intuitive variation of common sense, usually described as 
“horse sense,** or its more refined version known as sagacity, 
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perhaps the most valuable all-round quaUty that those in charge 
of affairs can possess. 

I must leave it to the professional psychologists to tell us whether 
sagacity, hke brains, is something with which one is born and not 
an acquired quality ; whichever it is, I am at any rate confident 
that it can be developed by various means within the reach of 
most of us. Thus, those who aspire to high places must enlarge 
their experience by having many contacts, acquaintances and friends 
outside the immediate activity with which they are normally 
concerned. They must cultivate a wide range of interests and 
be prepared to gather knowledge from the experience of others 
in all walks of Hfe. When all is said and done, the basic principles 
of administration are the same, whether it is the oversight of a 
government department, a great railway or a major industrial 
enterprise. It all goes back to the judicious selection of the essential 
facts from a wide assembly of information relevant in varying 
degree to the matter in hand, and to its ultimate interpretation in 
terms of human values. How other people react and behave in 
similar circumstances must always afford fruitful guidance in 
dealing with one's own problems. The recluse and the pure 
scholar, however gifted, have little place in the higher levels of 
administration. 

But making friends and being a good “mixer" are no substitutes 
for wide reading, which is indispensable for anybody who may, 
in the fuUness of time, be called upon to exercise great responsi- 
bihties. I sometimes hear people say that they are too busy to 
find time for reading. This is a serious self-criticism for, in my 
experience, men who have made their mark are almost invariably 
omnivorous readers, though, admittedly, reading should be 
reasonably selective. Of all types of hterature perhaps that which 
affords most guidance to the would-be administrator is biography. 
I tliink a study of biographies, not only of the great personalities 
of history Uke Augustus, Marlborough, and Abraham Lincoln — 
to quote just a few examples — but also of the lesser personaUties, 
will serve to enforce in vivid fashion the importance of the quaHty 
of sagacity and more than that, the need for both tolerance and 
patience, which in its most developed form is the art of timing, 
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almost a sixth sense, without which no administrator can be 
successful. One may have made up one’s mind about the right 
course to be pursued but the moment may not be right for putting 
the decision into effect. Examples in the realm of warfare will 
occur to everybody. What so often distinguishes the successful 
from the unsuccessful general is the sense of when to strike. Military 
analogies are not always a safe and sure guide in civd affairs, but 
there can be no question that the successful administrator is 
invariably marked by a sense of the proper moment when to take 
action. 

I have been deaUng so far with what may be termed the psy- 
chological aspects of administration, which, as I have endeavoured 
to convey, transcend any questions of the structure of the adminis- 
trative macliine. However perfectly functions may be adjusted 
between the various parts of an organization, however carefully 
the chain of responsibility may be contrived, the organization can 
only be effective if those who control it have the faculty of giving 
sagacious decisions at the psychological moment. 

A few words must be said about the essential nature of adminis- 
trative decisions. Large questions of policy commonly involve 
the integration — if the use of this fashionable but much over- 
worked word may be permitted — of a variety of factors, com- 
mercial, financial, technical and, nowadays, frequendy political. 
It is the business of the appropriate sections of the organization 
to produce information and advice bearing upon the various 
aspects of the problem under review, so that those with whom 
the final decision rests may be properly informed in making their 
judgments. The complexity and changing character of the world 
in which we live necessitate consideration of a wide variety of 
facts and opinions before any conclusion can be reached. It is 
the art of the administrator to distinguish the relevant from the 
irrelevant, for in actual practice it will nearly always be found 
that the ultimate decision turns on one or two essential features 
of the problem under consideration. This capacity of being able 
to “see the wood,” as distinct from the “trees” which constitute 
it, is the crucial quality of the administrator, wliich differentiates 
him from the typical technical adviser whose job, by its very nature. 
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is not to take the broad, integrating view, so much as to give 
technically correct advice upon the purely, it may be, engineering 
or scientific aspects of the matter. It would be an over-simplifica- 
tion, however, to represent an administrative decision as funda- 
mentally httle more than an exercise in skilled judgment in relation 
to selected facts. As I have already said, one can rarely, if ever, 
know all the facts and their possible implications, and it is here 
that there is scope for the precious gift of imagination which 
inspires all great leadership. This is indeed an innate quaUty 
which is hardly susceptible of cultivation. The administrator 
endowed with imagination has the invaluable faculty of seeing 
the familiar from new angles, which is the condition of all 
innovation. 

The need for imagination in administration cannot be over- 
emphasized. One of the major problems of large-scale administra- 
tion is the fundamental incompatibility of two opposing forces. 
On the one hand, there must be an established routine if the efforts 
of large numbers of persons are to be directed towards the acliieve- 
ment of some common purpose ; on the other hand, progress 
implies innovation and the disturbance and, it may be, the complete 
supersession of an established routine, perhaps to the temporary 
discomfort of many who have become habituated to iti The danger 
in every large organization is ossification, which expresses itself 
in a dislike, and sometimes even hatred, of the introduction of 
disturbing innovations. The inertia of the great organization must 
always tend to be in the direction of avoidance of change, and 
the inhibition of the novel and unfamihar. Imagination is there- 
fore essential to the healthy survival of any large institution ; 
without it there can only be decay, owing to an increasing lack 
of adaptation to the ever-changing social and economic environ- 
ment which, in private enterprise, culminates in the simple process 
of bankruptcy, but in public enterprise in lower efficiency and 
lower standards of living and welfare for the community as a 
whole. 

So far I have been talking about those qualities that mark the 
successful administrator in the sphere of decision, particularly in 
relation to matters of policy, but no large enterprise of any kind 
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can be conducted without negotiations which involve dealing 
with one’s fellow men, as representatives, for example, of other 
undertakings, trade unions and government departments. The 
process of negotiation is often visualized as a sort of battle between 
opposing interests, and this may not infrequently be an apt descrip- 
tion of what takes place on such occasions. But the true purpose 
of negotiation is a settlement which is not only mutually acceptable, 
but one which will endure because of its inherent fairness to both 
points of view. Much can be said about the art of negotiation, 
but there arc a few simple principles which all my experience tells 
me should guide those who may have the heavy task of repre- 
senting organizations in their external relations with other bodies. 
It is fundamental that there should be mutual trust and good 
faith, if worth-while settlements arc to be reached, which both 
parties will respect and scrupulously adhere to. It never pays to 
take a trick by “cleverness”; for you generally have to go on 
hving with those with whom you negotiate, and a man who has 
once been tricked is unlikely to forgive liis opponent, and will 
be looking out on a future occasion for some way of getting his 
own back. In negotiations, again, there must never be any private 
or mental reservations about what is intended in any agreement 
that has been reached, or about the interpretation to be placed on 
particular phrases or words in which an agreement is embodied. 
There can be no confidence between negotiators, if either party 
says one thing but means another, or, as sometimes happens, ^eeks 
to import into an understanding something which can perhaps 
be read into what was agreed, but which it is known full well 
was never mentioned or intended by cither side during the 
negotiations. Such tactics are the death knell of that mutual trust 
between negotiators without which no satisfactory and conclusive 
adjustment of opposing interests or points of view can ever be 
effected. 

It is characteristic of all large organizations, whether public 
or private, that there should be a great deal of high-grade work 
on paper. When a decision has been taken upon an important 
issue or, it may be, an agreement has been reached with an outside 
body, such as a trade union or a government department, what 
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has been settled must be recorded in black and white in clear and 
unambiguous terms. In the preparatory stages, too, leading up 
to a decision or an agreement, it is generally necessary for written 
statements to be prepared, setting out the essentials of the matter 
in hand, and appraising the various considerations to which regard 
must be paid in order to reach a conclusion. The proportion of 
even educated people capable of producing a good draft is dis- 
appointingly small. It is not a matter of fine writing, but of clarity 
and conciseness of expression, and reasonable skill in the use of 
words. The majority of us can, with some effort, master this 
indispensable art, at any rate sufficiently for such purposes as I 
have indicated. There is one good way of doing this. I have 
already referred to the habit of wide reading as having particular 
value in extending our knowledge of men and affairs. The careful 
study of works by writers whose style is acknowledged, coupled 
with constant practice in writing, will usually help one to acquire 
at least a measure of competence. There is the parallel but distinc- 
tive quahty of being able, not merely to write clearly, but to speak 
clearly, for nobody can get very far these days without being called 
upon, sooner or later, to address meetings of one kind or another, 
whether inside or outside his organization. In the field of what 
I may term external relations, involving contact with govern- 
ment departments, trade unions and other organizations, capacity 
to speak clearly and convincingly is practically indispensable. I am 
not, of course, referring to oratory, but merely to a capacity, by 
word of mouth, to convey in simple fashion to other people 
what one means. Lucidity of thought is, in a sense, a prerequisite 
to clarity in writing and in speech, but the development of faciUty 
in writing and speaking will be found of itself to promote lucidity 
of thought. 

I hope that nothing I have said will be thought to prescribe 
standards of ability and conduct in liigher administration wliich, 
in the aggregate, may seem to be the attributes of the superman. 
Geniuses are few and far between, and they usually lack a large 
proportion of the more homely qualities to which I have referred. 
The world’s work has in reality got to be carried out, in the main, 
by ordinary, common-sense folk who do their best, stimulated 
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perhaps to higher levels of achievement by leadership and a sense 
of social duty. Those in positions of responsibility must not 
be visualized as people set apart from the common run of humanity, 
but rather as those upon whom the burden of leadership has been 
placed and who, as fallible human beings, are doing their best to 
do their duty. Like other people, they have their moments of 
weakness, of doubt and indecision. You have only to read 
biographies to discover how true this is. You will also discover 
how such personal qualities as those I have described have enabled 
men in positions of authority to face up to and often overcome 
their personal difficulties. The importance of the ordinary indi- 
vidual is often insufficiently appreciated by “clever” people. Yet 
every organization, in the discharge of its functions, must depend 
very largely on the efforts of average human beings, even in the 
highest places. It is here that the vitalizing force of leadership 
comes into play. All experience indicates that the future success 
or failure of the large corporation will depend ultimately on the 
quahty of the leadership, including the creation, not only of a 
sense of unity, but also of a common social purpose amongst staff 
of all ranks. 

It will, I hope, be evident that, in the long run, it is the personal 
qualities that count — power of decision, common sense and sagacity, 
judgment, imagination, fair dealing — and to these I would add, 
freedom from self-importance. There can be dignity without 
conceit. And there is yet one further human quahty with which 
all other qualities should be suffused, and that is a sense of humour, 
coupled with a tolerance for the imperfections of human nature 
and a general willingness to give and take. How often can a 
sense of humour help in the conduct of difficult negotiations, when 
tempers are frayed and nerves are on edge. How important it 
is to preserve a just balance when dealing with human beings at 
all levels of responsibility, and make sympathetic allowance for 
their shortcomings, unless they are due to obvious neghgence. 

Finally, I need hardly say that I am not pretending to 
offer some general formula or code of guidance that is universally 
apphcablc, nor do I intend to imply that the only worth-while 
thing in life is the oversight of the affairs of great corporations. 
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If my remarks appear to overemphasize the problems of higher 
administration, that is simply because my experience in hfe has 
been in that particular direction. One can repay one’s debt to 
the community in many other ways, for a balanced society is 
the product of the efforts of all in every walk of Hfe. Let us never 
forget the ordinary person, whose patience and competent discharge 
of his daily task, when all is said and done, are fundamental to 
progress and who, after all, constitutes, in the main, society itself. 
Those who feel an urge to make their contribution to the common 
welfare must be wilHng to work hard, must be keenly interested 
in their environment and in their fellow men, and, above all, 
must be imbued with a sense of duty and a consciousness of social 
purpose in all they undertake. 


180 



FRANK O. SALISBURY 


Born in 1874, Studied art at Heatherley s and the 
Royal Academy Schools and, later, on the Continent, 
Exhibited first picture at the Royal Academy in 1899 
and has specialized in the painting of portraits of world- 
famous personalities and of contemporary scenes of great 
historic importance to Britain and the British Empire, 


W HEN THE Court was out of town the keeper of the 
Royal apartments showed me over Buckingham Palace, 
and as we passed from one room to another I noticed 
that although he had a bunch of keys he used only one separate 
special key, and finally I asked him to let me see this wonder key 
that opened all the doors large or small. Placing it in my hand, 
he said : “Tliat is the master key that opens all the doors in the 
palace; the only duplicate is in the possession of His Majesty the 
King.’’ 

Immediately there flashed across my mind the thought that 
every man is the proud possessor of a Master Key, not to the doors 
of a palace but to the House of Life itself. Built on a strange and 
complicated plan, this House is full of winding stairways and 
narrow passages leading to closed doors. Only with the magic 
key in his hand can the leaseholder, for the House of Life is no 
freehold, fling wide the doors tliat bar his progress and make his 
way to the hght and warmth of the upper rooms. A marvellous 
key, indeed, and at the same time a talisman since, wisely used, 
it will bring into being new halls of achievement, gleaming shrines 
of renown, in wliich the human spirit can find rest and renewal. 

Tliis Master Key was mercifully placed in the hand of our first 
parent by the Almighty Himself when He pronounced what must 
have seemed the dread sentence : “In the sweat of thy face slifJt 
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tliou eat bread.*’ And it has proved to be, throughout all the ages 
of mankind, one of the most precious and beneficent gifts of God. 
It is the Key of Industry. We may also with profit remember the 
story of a wise father, as his sons set out into the world, placing 
in their hands three keys which he himself had tested and 
proved of unrivalled efficiency. 

The first, a golden key forged in imperishable metal — The Love 
of God. 

The second, a key of heraldic significance and beauty — The Love 
of King and Country. 

The tliird, a key of magic metal — ^The Love of Work. 

The doorstep to the temple of wisdom is the knowledge of our 
own ignorance. Whatever our early schooling may have been the 
university of experience is the decisive test. Self-education is most 
valuable ; untiring energy and concentration is a great character 
builder. When we leave home and take up responsibilities in the 
wider world of endeavour we find in whatever walk of life we 
may choose, that to succeed we must apply the knowledge we 
have gained to the task of Ufe. 

I was working away at my canvas painting a portrait of a city 
business man who, after watching me quietly at my work, said : 
“You have to apply yourself to your work in the same way as I 
have to do in the city.** Yes, there are extraordinary parallels, but 
some have work they Hke and others make a success of work they 
dislike — theirs will be the greater reward. We only get out of 
hfe what we put into it. The law of the universe is against some- 
thing for nothing. To accept what has not been earned is to 
degrade character, and sooner or later corruption and degeneracy 
set in. Humanity must be obedient to the law of creation which 
ordains that there be a balance of justice and reward. 

The glory of achievement shall be the rearguard of the industrious 
man, but the spectres of greed, envy, and malice shall haunt the 
steps of the slothful. 

President Harding made this great observation : “Let no one 
beguile you with dreams of idleness. Work is the supreme blessing 
of mankind. Without it life would be an intolerable existence.** 
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Confronting us is the constant challenge : are we content to 
take the line of least resistance, the easy way, to move on the lower 
plane of Ufe, or boldly facing the world are we determined to 
solve the problems — preparing for the worst and hoping for the 
best? Man is often at his noblest when Ufe tugs at him with almost 
unbearable tension ; it may be the dawn of success unless the 
heart fails. A great cotton merchant told me that if he managed 
to solve his business problems successfully three times out of five 
he had conquered. 

A man who had achieved a wonderful work under very difficult 
circumstances was asked the secret of his success. He said : “I 
work as though everything depended on me ; and pray as though 
everything depended on God.** 

When I was painting a picture of St. Galahad fighting the Seven 
Deadly Sins with sword drawn and uplifted, courageously facing 
his deadly ominous opponents, I felt I wanted some words to fit 
the subject, and at that moment the telephone bell rang. When I 
took up the receiver I recognized the voice of a college professor 
who started his conversation by saying : “Last night I took for 
my subject with the men, ‘The immediate availability of the divine 
resources.** I replied : “How wonderful! Repeat those words, 
for they are the very words I was needing at this moment.** 

As a student early in my career I learnt a very fine lesson which 
I did not fully appreciate or understand at the time. My elder 
brother wrote to Lord Leighton, President of the Royal Academy, 
to ask his advice about my going to Florence to study art during 
the winter months, and although my brother was personally 
unknown to him a reply by return of post was received in his 
own handwriting. 

The importance of dealing with your daily correspondence 
immediately after breakfast before starting work cannot be over- 
rated. Deal with every problem at once, so that your mind is 
absolutely free to concentrate on the important tasks of the day. 

This is a principle to be carried into every walk of life. It denotes 
an orderly mind and is the harbinger of success. Have a place 
for everything. I even arrange my coloun in my paint box so 
that I can put my hand on any colour instantly and almost as if 
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in the dark. Sometimes in a hurry I throw a tube back in the 
box which means much time is lost in searching for it. The 
successful business man files all his letters. In a shipowner’s ofiice 
I noticed his desk was clear of all stray papers. Order prevailed 
everywhere. Order promotes the formation of good habits, and 
the more we turn over to habit, the more shall we be free to exer- 
cise the higher faculties. 

The natural world is the realm of order, and we too can make 
life a noble rhythmic process. This principle applies also to punc- 
tuaUty. Great men are always to the minute. The most perfect 
models of punctuality that I have known were King George V 
and Mr. J. Pierpont Morgan. One day the King’s private secretary 
telephoned me saying His Majesty would sit for me on Saturday 
week and arrive at my house at 12 o’clock. The day came, and, 
having received no confirmation of the appointment at 11.30 a.m., 
I thought I would telephone and make sure everything was in 
order, but refrained from doing so. A few minutes before the 
appointed time, however, I went to the front door and as the 
clock was striking twelve the royal car entered the drive — punctual 
to the minute. Mr. Pierpont Morgan frequently pulled out his 
watch to show me that he was on the tick of the appointed hour. 

One day Mr, George Baker of America telephoned me to know 
what time I should be in my studio as he wished to call and see 
me. I told him I should be there at nine o’clock. But that morning 
on my way to the studio I had to call and see a sitter and was 
delayed because I had called too early. The result was that I arrived 
at the studio twenty minutes late. Imagine my surprise when on 
arrival I was told that Mr. Baker had been waiting twenty minutes. 
I felt very ashamed, and in making my apologies I said : “Punc- 
tuality is the politeness of princes.” He, however, a dear and 
great man, began to apologize for being early, and I did not wish 
to clear myself by turning the tables on him. 

We mere humans should take example from the clock-like 
precision of Nature. So orderly is the rule of Nature that sciaitists 
can calculate to a fraction of a second the arrival of a certain planet 
in a certain position in the heavens. 

We must live up to the great reputation of Big Ben, who through- 
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out the years has marked the seconds and minutes with undeviating 
exactitude. 

We cannot overrate the importance of training our outlook on 
life. We may be over critical or suffer from a prejudiced outlook 
and thereby lose the true fullness of Hfe. If we view a work of 
art for its defects we may easily miss its beauty. A great artist 
was looking at a picture in a gallery with great enjoyment and 
drawing attention to its good quaUties when an art critic standing 
by said : “But you have said nothing about its defects.” “No,” 
replied the artist, “I get the most out of life in looking for the 
best.” 

A beautiful garden had been constructed with terraces, arches 
of roses, winding grass paths and crazy paving, and a friend asked 
to be shown over it. After going round it with his conductor his 
only comment on leaving was : “Do you mind if I tell you that 
there is a cobblestone loose in the pavement?” 

At the outset of my career a friend of my father counselled me 
never to look a second time on an ugly sight, but to turn away, 
and if a mind and vision is thus automatically trained it only 
registers and remembers the beautiful and thus Ufe’s garment of 
beauty rustles infinitely around. 

There is so much in this war-wrecked world from which we 
should wisely turn away — wrongs, nuisances, and follies that 
unfortunately we can do little or nothing effectively to correct, 
but which stab us with pain whenever we catch a gUmpsc of them. 
One of the vital questions I ask myself is, which is the greater 
tragedy — having eyes and seeing not, or having eyes that look 
only for the unpleasant and the ugly? 

The modem art council in promoting the exhibition of modernist 
art with all its debased incompetence, is not fostering the right out- 
look, and if that is the best they can set before the public today 
tliey are just encouraging a taste for the morbid and sordid. 

We also have to consider how we look at and sum up the 
attributes of personal character as well as the features of the natural 
material world. I had a dear friend who with a beautiful childlike 
virtue trusted and believed in everybody, and sometimes he was 
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greatly imposed upon and disappointed. But he never altered his 
habit, and one day when he was challenged for his seemingly 
stupid trustfulness he said : “I always trust until I have very definite 
proof for distrust."' I must say that by his radiant spirit he certainly 
got the best out of Ufe. So I have learned to take a generous out- 
look in regard to personal relationship. It is worth while responding 
to the childlike instinct. We may have many rude awakenings, 
but there is no doubt such an attitude has many compensations, 
for it has a far-reaching helpful influence on the person trusted. 
Cultivate a wise outlook not allowing your penetrative judgment 
to be unwisely deluded. 

I was walking one day across a common with a dear old bishop 
who was sitting to me, and coming towards us was a doubtful- 
looking beggar who came up to us to beg for alms. I felt very 
sceptical about him and was confident that whatever we gave 
him would be spent at the next pubUc house, but the bishop put 
his hand in his pocket and gave hberally. He would not risk letting 
a deserving man pass by and suffer. 

It is a dull hfe if we restrict our expressions of pleasure, restraining 
ourselves in case we appear to be acting in bad form. Spontaneous 
expression is guilty of being curbed because of a self-centred feeling 
of importance, sometimes from a feeling of difiidence. We 
wonder whether praising this particular achievement is in line with 
popular fashion, or whether we shall be thought less of for our 
expressions. But there is a danger that we impede progress by 
taking everything for granted and as a matter of course. Therefore 
take risks but do not flatter ; that is dishonest. Be not sparing in 
your expressions of appreciation when any work in any walk of 
endeavour has given you real pleasure. Remember that “All 
great things are wrought in the atmosphere of appreciation." 
We seldom realize that in giving praise when it is due we also 
stimulate our receptive quaHties. It is also important to keep an 
open appreciative outlook upon the work of our contemporaries, 
enjoying their achievements even if they overshadow our own. 
It is harmful to genius and character if we allow ourselves to be 
discouraged or jealous of another's achievement. Enjoy to the 
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full all work sincerely conceived or beautifully wrought. Wisely 
calculate how you stand, and learn where you can be receptive and 
appreciative. 

Thus the mind grows and the spirit sets the guiding compass 
that leads to higher heights of expanding vision. Whether we 
narrowly confine our vision looking inward, making self the 
centre, or whether we cultivate the habit of looking outward 
with a wide vision purely selfless is a matter of fundamental 
importance to every one of us, I was very interested when 
reading recently that Swedenborg sets forth the principle that 
selfishness pertains to the devil and hell, and selflessness to God 
and Heaven. 

Experience has often proved that as soon as a new enterprise or 
adventure is undertaken unexpected dfficulties arise. Endeavour 
so often leads down dark passages, but it is the uncertain that gives 
zest to hfe. If aU were clear we should not understand the meaning 
of romance or the satisfaction of conquest. Thus I have discovered 
for myself that when a task assumes an almost unconquerable 
proportion it is unwise to worry. Do your best, and having 
done that put it aside and clear it out of your mind. Forget all 
about it, sleep over it, and you will be surprised how in the morning 
you will approach the subject with a clear vision and know 
immediately what is wrong. In moments of relaxation Hght 
will come. It sometimes seems as if some unseen Master had 
bent over your shoulder and whispered into your ear, and you 
instinctively know the right thing to do. 

Intuition is only given to him who has done his best and under- 
gone long preparation, said Pasteur. It is a greater power than 
reason ; it is the whispering of subconscious thought, subtle, elusive, 
and such promptings must be quickly followed up. Work proceeds 
the flash of inspiration, and it is only thus we unlock the treasure- 
chest that lies hidden in the depths of our being. 

In my student days I sacrificed a game of tennis because I looked 
into the sky and saw a beautiful sunset. I secured my paint box 
and ran to the hilltop for the vantage point. When I arrived 
there nothing but a black cloud remained, but having come so 
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far I said : “That black cloud I am going to paint/' So in went 
the black cloud, when suddenly to my surprise as the sun met the 
horizon it burst through the cloud and shot wonderful golden 
and red rays transforming the cloud into marvellous beauty. In 
a flash with a brush full of gold and red colour I slashed the rays in, 
and I learnt the great lesson — ^to work for the inspiration, not 
wait for it. 

It is wise to take a philosophical view of life and not be in- 
capacitated by seeming failure, to cast off disappointment hke an 
old garment, confident that in the end things can and will come 
right however difficult. If we do our best we have every right 
to be sure that all things work together for good. 

Great adventures, great creations, great discoveries have usually 
been nurtured in hardship, pondered over in sorrow, and established 
with difficulty. Most of us make the mistake of praying for the 
removal of our difficulties, forgetting that nothing is worth having 
if it comes too easily, and it is these struggles in the fields of 
accomplishment that make for character. 

Life has its complexities. We must not imagine a difficulty to 
be real when it is not. Judge calmly without prejudice, because 
half our troubles never arise. We so often stain today's blue sky 
with tomorrow’s clouds. When motoring the sky in the distance 
often looks dark and ominous and we are awestruck and fearful. 
Yet as we approach the cloud passes harmlessly over our heads, 
bringing to mind William Cowper’s noble lines : “The clouds ye 
so much dread are big with mercy, and shall break in blessings on 
your head.” 

In life there is the problem of closed doors, doors which we 
seem to have no key to open — in other words disappointment. 
If our lives are properly organized and proceeding in harmony 
with destiny those closed doors may be a blessing in disguise, and 
we may be thankful we possess no key to open them. A ship- 
owner once said to me that no doors had been slammed in his face 
except those for which in after years he had had to thank destiny. 

And how often even in the blitz what seemed to be a terrible 
catastrophe proved to be a blessing in disguise. A friend’s fine busi- 
ness house in King Street, St. James’s, was wiped out, but in a 
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short time he was in a finer place, and the disaster proved to be the 
best thing that could have happened for him, bUtzed and blessed. 

On returning from America I was shocked and staggered to 
find the beautiful trees near my garden cut down and a sixty foot 
red brick building erected which spoilt my studio light so that I 
had to leave. But it proved to be the most fortunate move of 
my life, altliough at the time it appeared a terrible disaster. 

Few walks in life give one such an opportunity of close personal 
touch with an individual as that of an artist. My work as a portrait 
painter has brought me into intimate touch with men and women 
in all walks of Ufe and world-wide spheres, not only in the Empire 
but in Europe. It has been my privilege to spend many quiet 
hours with successful men of great achievement, and naturally 
their friends wanted a portrait to perpetuate their memories in 
recognition of the services they had rendered to their day and 
generation. 

In the work of translating form and feature to canvas the artist 
discovers those rare quaHties that lie beneath the surface, and he 
does or should endeavour to enter the soul and try to reveal and 
perpetuate it in the portrait. 

I have thereby been privileged to discover and learn the secret 
of achievement. It is not easy to sum up in a few words, but this 
I can say: that spiritual ideals have been the inspiration of thought 
and power, and the secret of success. Some have openly revealed 
it, while in others the trutli was enshrouded and somewhat hidden 
under the natural cloak of reserve. Happily, however, I discovered 
the secret in their attitude and outlook on life. I shall never forget 
a very rich experience I had when painting the portrait of a successful 
Boston business man in my studio in New York who, dressed in 
his hunting suit, looked a real sporting man of the world. In the 
quiet hours we had together talking of current events and trying 
to settle the destiny of nations, our minds moved on to spiritual 
levels and just a stray word seemed to give us a mystic key, and 
looking up “Behold a door stood open in Heaven” and we had an 
experience, that seemed to outstrip the limitation of time and the 
material world, which took us high into the Watch Tower of life. 
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By the Spiritual ideals I mean that these men, great in their 
services to humanity and having risen from obscurity to world- 
wide fame, were not dependent upon their own strength. All 
their activities were linked up with their faith in the Divine Power, 
the Word that was made flesh and dwelt among us. 

Analogies and parallels that exist in life around help us to 
appreciate this thought. All growth is co-operative with the 
cosmic forces of creative energy. The gardener only gets out of 
the garden what he puts into it by way of work and energy, and 
in the sphere of human enterprise and personal experience one 
reaps only what one sows. Sooner or later comes the reward. 

The world may scorn and be unkind through envy and jealousy, 
but in his own heart the worker is consoled and encouraged. 
Co-operation with the natural and universal law does not necessarily 
clear away all difficulties, but by trying to obey these laws a key is 
forged that opens the door of the armoury of God 'where the warrior 
is armed, fortified, and braced for any encoimter. Then difficulties 
vanish, and as the stalwart warrior moves forward devils fear and fly. 

When man struggles and fights on, breasting discouragement, 
it is marvellous how, when enemies try to overthrow his work, 
by some mysterious way incidents of encouragement occur as 
an offset to cheer him on his way. The psalmist evidently had 
such a parallel experience as this in his mind when he said: “Thou 
prepareth a table before me in the presence of my enemies and my 
cup runneth over.’* 

Thus we of the simpler walks of fife can with the Magic Key 
enter the high Watch Tower of the house of Hfe, and with the 
glorious men of achievement look out upon fife’s enchanting and 
ever-widening vistas and distant horizons with confidence, courage, 
and hope. 
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I T IS not easy to recall what life has taught one, or when those 
lessons began ; but it is certain that however old one may be, 
there are still lessons to be learnt. The lessons will vary in 
type according to certain periods in life, which one may broadly 
designate childhood, youth and maturity. I think of the mind 
in childhood as empty space, virgin soil or nearly so; for even in 
infancy the mind has bom in it a divine spark, as well as instincts 
and hereditary traits. But compared with the millions of thoughts 
that will crowd into it, the mind in childhood is almost empty. 
So I think of the early impressions, as planting themselves deep 
in the most inner substance of the mind ; there they will ever stay, 
part of die basis of one’s character. Millions of other impressions 
will superimpose themselves outside them, keeping them firmly 
in place, always there to influence you for good or evil. The 
early impressions are therefore the most enduring ones ; those 
which come later in life will not have the same foothold, while in 
old age, they will, so to speak, only be able to cling to the circum- 
ference of the mind and will easily be forgotten, blown away by 
a breath of air. How vital then is it, that the early impressions 
are good seed, well planted. 
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Who forgets his early school experiences? I can see vividly 
in my mind today, a schoolroom and a blackboard in a small 
private school in South Wales, where I was being educated to 
pass into the Navy. On that blackboard, the young master wrote 
two well-known sayings: 

What is worth doing at all is worth doing well. 

Whatsoever your hand findeth to do, do it with all thy 
might. 

I know now that those sayings took deep root in my mind, 
that they influenced me on countless occasions in a strenuous life, 
and are still there. 

Entering the Navy so young and going to sea when only fourteen, 
my life was early of an adventurous nature. The sea life gripped 
my mind ; I had, as the most insignificant member of a ship’s 
company in a large safling corvette, to struggle to emerge, however 
shghtly, above the mass of humanity by which I was surrounded. 
My very insignificance among the 250 officers and men was, in 
itself, a lesson. I was to learn that it was not for myself I was to 
think, so much as for the ship. I had my small task in every duty 
on deck or aloft ; however simple it might be, the task was mine. 
If I failed in my task, something however small went wrong, and 
I suffered for it physically and mentally, Hke the last man in in 
cricket who makes a “duck.” 

These early lessons in sea life sank deep into my mind ; I was 
one of a team, to think not of myself, but of my ship and ship- 
mates, and not to let them down. None too easy at first, it became 
gradually a natural and pleasing principle. Those around me 
possessed the same spirit, however good or bad they might be in 
other ways ; trained to get the utmost out of themselves ; to fit 
themselves to perform, to die utmost of their ability, the duty in 
the ship for which they were most adapted. 

And I learned also in those young days, something equally great 
in importance — to get on with one’s fellow men, and to be even 
tempered ; because ill-temper in a community does not pay and 
often leads to ruin. The basis of all such quaUties is unselfishness 
and self-sacrifice, both terribly difficult things to acquire. They 
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were easier to acquire at sea, because one had as an inspiration, 
the safety of the ship and her efficiency, as well as the team spirit 
the ship herself enforces on her crew. 

Let not the reader think I wish to imply that all these lessons 
became part of my early character— far from it— but the lessons 
were somehow planted in my inner mind. It was as if they said 
to me, “these thoughts you cannot engrain, thus early, in your 
personality, but we shall always be in your mind, normally for- 
gotten ; nevertheless, each time you make use of us we shall grow 
stronger and sink deeper into your character. One day we may 
become part of it, but for the present we shall be at hmd, ready 
for you to turn to in a difficidt moment.** 

There was another side of these early lessons. One began to 
judge one*s fellow men, and to choose one’s friends from those 
who acquired them in the same manner as oneself. That is normal 
in Hfc. Similar personalities do not always blend, but similar 
characters do so. 

Now, the spirit in a ship, as I have briefly related above, is the 
basis of normal discipHne ; a discipline which is never irksome, 
unless it is abused by those in authority. Discipline in a ship is 
more vital than in any other calling, for unless an order is obeyed 
without a moment’s hesitation, an accident may occur, or even 
a ship be lost. It is, in consequence, the easiest quafity for a seaman 
to absorb, for its need is self-evident to the most stubborn will. 
It makes it easier to turn out of one’s hammock, or bunk, in the 
middle of the night when so ordered, though your inclination is 
all the other way ! It is a far easier quality to acquire than self- 
discipline, but it may help that also. To disciphne one’s thoughts 
and actions in ordinary Ufe, even though it is to your vital interest 
to do so, is much harder, for you can so easily twist your mind to 
deceive yourself into believing that some unpleasant task is really 
too much to expect of you. As a mischievous wit once suggested, 
“It is better to cam a shght reprimand, than to perform an 
unpleasant duty.” Moreover, if you do not allow your sense of 
self-disciphnc to act, you only harm yourself, and it can appear 
but a minor loyalty in life. It is so often true to say that the harder 
choice of action is the correct one. 
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The sailor, arrived at years of discretion, his character and 
personality roughly hewn, full of ambition and hope, begins a 
more definite stage: that of both obeying his superiors and learning 
to command others. His acts of command will have to be applied 
in two ways — ^first to enforce his authority ; to teach those under 
him to obey him with keenness ; to make them an efficient team 
and, if he can, make them more efficient than any other team in 
a ship or fleet. Secondly, to look after those he leads, as the head 
of any community must do. If he is to succeed he must have him- 
self been “through the mill,” understand the minds of those he 
commands, know what is wanted, the extent to which his ship’s 
company can reasonably be stretched, without reaching (except 
in emergency) the elastic limit. 

This will also be a matter of judgment, another important 
quality which Can only be gradually acquired : which needs trials 
and errors to bring it to function. It is a quafity which grows 
with one’s years, and is of ever interesting value as one rises in 
the world to greater responsibilities. 

If you are to get the utmost out of those you command, you 
must possess their confidence and, at least, must not be disliked 
by them. I have told in my autobiography how, as a young 
commander, I was appointed to a ship in a poor state of efficiency . 
I had first to plan how to get the ship efficient; then to endeavour 
to inspire the ship’s company and tell them how I intended to 
achieve the plan: to make them realize that I could succeed only 
with their help and with team spirit, that I would reorganize 
them, that each man would have liis task, and that by pulling 
together we could make the ship proud of herself and no longer 
a disgrace. Soon they gained confidence in me and in themselves, 
and the ship became an entirely different vessel. I also gained 
confidence in myself. 

Self-confidence is an essential quahty at sea ; but it must be a 
confidence justified by the abifity to analyse in one’s mind the 
pros and cons — to give full weight to essentials and to discard the 
lesser factors. Self-confidence goes hand in hand with good judg- 
ment : you can have one without the other, but you will not 
then rise so high in life. Your aim, then, must be to have 
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confidence in your own judgment. If you are early to gain 
self-confidence you must seize the opportunities life ojffers you. 
Most young people hesitate if offered a difficult task: to accept 
it needs courage. 

Courage itself, as we all know, has varying forms. It is more 
often comiected with the lack of fear in danger or of fear of death, 
or the readiness to face the risk of it. But it has many lesser forms. 
It requires courage to take on some difficult duty, which if you 
fail in it, will lower your good repute ; yet if you are to gain 
self-confidence the one thing you must not do is to refuse. To 
accept the duty and fail to do as well as was expected of you, is 
better than to shrink from it. You will at any rate gain experience 
and improve your judgment ; so will you face your next task 
with improved self-confidence. 

The necessity for boldly seizing every opportunity to gain 
experience was early impressed on my mind. I have related else- 
where, some of those occasions when I was offered and accepted 
difficult tasks ; how sometimes I succeeded, and sometimes I did 
not. The consequences of failure are small in early life, but later in 
life, to fail may be penalizing to your career. One must therefore 
learn the value of taking proper risks when young and profiting by 
experience. If you do not venture to take risks in your youth 
in every side of fife, you will not be able to do so when older : 
so you will be marked down as over-cautious, a damming Umitation 
in a sailor. 

If you are to take risks successfully you need luck. Luck plays 
a big part in fife from birth to death. It is beyond your control, 
but the man who breaks the bank at Monte Carlo must at any 
rate have had the courage to try to do so and to risk his money! 
Luck seldom comes to those who do not deserve it. Admiral 
Beatty was a case in point. He had great luck early in Hfe, but he 
took the tide at the flood, seized his chances and had the character, 
energy and abihty to press on with courage to the top of the 
naval ladder. 

The successful taking of risks, and the part luck plays in it is 
an important factor in Hfe that I would dwell on for a moment. 
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Little can be accomplished worth doing, without taking risks. 
There is also an excitement in doing so. Shah I cross the road 
now, or wait until it is absolutely safe? How often do people 
ask themselves that question in a thousand forms. There was no 
battle Nelson won in which he did not take risks ; risks that to an 
ordinary mind would seem unjustifiable. Both at the Nile and 
Trafalgar, he exposed part of the British Fleet to severe punish- 
ment in order to gain a tactical position which would be annihilating 
to his foe. He trusted to the skill of his captains, the courage and 
ability of his men, and to their confidence in his experienced 
judgment. What a lesson his deeds have been to all who have 
followed in his footsteps and held similar responsibihties. 

In neither of these two classic examples was luck a contributory 
factor. Yet we know how good luck can retrieve incorrect judg- 
ment in taking a risk — “saved by the skin of his teeth!” Some 
call it fate or destiny. You are considered to be one of the lucky 
ones if you succeed ; unlucky if you fail. That may be true or 
may not be. If you believe too much in your fate, you will become 
a fatahst. If you believe too much in your luck it will let you down 
perhaps at a great moment. Let us rather think of our “future,” 
and be determined to control it ; to face life with all the talents 
God has planted in us. We must boldly face the rules of life. Life 
is a hard taskmaster. To be master of your future, you must 
accept life’s rules ; hard, unsympathetic, unreasonable they may be. 
But if you strive to keep them, gradually they will respond to your 
will. One way to broaden the opportunities of appreciating 
correctly the risks in life is — to learn from others. 

There is an immense amount to be learnt from the successes and 
failures of others — ^not only those with whom one’s hfe runs, but 
from those of the past. There is seldom, if ever, a big risk to be 
faced, which has not been of a similar type faced by some character 
in history. You can learn an immense amount from the careful 
study, as opposed to the casual reading, of great biographies. How 
much can the seaman learn from past British sailors, and by 
imagining himself in their place, seek inspiration to follow their 
example, or be guided by their misfortunes. But from these of 
one’s own time one can also learn much. The knowledge you 
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thus gain is not comparable with that gained by practical experi- 
ence, but the sum of it is considerable and a vduable addition in 
your own mind to what you can personally absorb. To do this, 
however, you must have the “determination to learn” firmly in 
your mind, so that you will gain the right lessons, even without 
thinking of it at the time. Quite apart from the stimulus you can 
yourself obtain from others in that way is the support you can 
give to others. I remember when commander-in-chiefi a flag 
officer commanding one of the squadrons of the fleet informed 
me he was very disappointed with the disciplinary powers of one 
of his captains. An order he himself had given to the ship had 
only been half-heartedly performed ; did I think it would be best 
for him to go on board and address the ship’s company? I advised 
him not to do so, at this stage, but to send for the captain and 
tell him he was expected to “command” his ship. Tell him, 
I said, that if he cannot get his orders obeyed instantly and 
willingly, I will send another captain to command the ship who 
will do so. With that support, a minor incident was overcome 
rapidly. It is essential to give full support from your own experi- 
ence to those under you. One day you will arrive at an age 
when you no longer worry about difficulties ; they will no longer 
appear difficulties, for you will have confidence in your ability 
and rapid judgment. 

One of the temptations in life to be guarded against is that of 
sinking into a spirit of complacence; “to slack off.” As we climb 
the hill of life, it is natural to rest a moment on reaching the summit 
of a ridge. The temptation is to stay there, satisfied with your 
efforts. To advance again and tackle the next peak needs a special 
quality — energy. 

Energy is one of the principal factors in a successful career, 
whatever walk of life you may follow ; though some professions 
give more scope for energy, and greater rewards to the energetic, 
than others. A dull and somewhat monotonous existence is perhaps 
enforced in office or factory. Life at sea in the Navy gives, on the 
contrary, full scope for energy. This partly arises from the periodical 
change from ship to ship, which gives new openings, new men 
and material to handle, new hopes, a chance to try new methods 
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and ideas. To have brought a ship, or the part of her allotted to 
you, to a state of efficiency and then to rest on your oars is a 
legitimate aim ; but the sailor will not rest for long. A new 
appointment will come ; a new ship to learn, a new ship’s company 
to train and enthuse, new weapons to master ; perhaps to serve 
under a new captain or admiral. Such a life is bound to test the 
human character to its highest and to keep it alert. In the new 
post, die !new ship or fleet he joins, he may be unknown: so his 
future career will be judged, not so much by what he has done 
already, but by what he is going to do now. It is a test of 
constancy of effort. Let us suppose that what you have done in the 
past leads to a new and more responsible appointment ; now, a 
fiercer hght is to shine on you. You will need to show a new 
zeal, more energy, more abihty ; new adaptability to circumstances 
and to the exactions of those under whom you are to serve. This 
periodic need to arouse out of yourself a fresh energy and effort 
prevents that stagnation that is so harmful to character and achieve- 
ment. Only by developing in himself the quahty of persistent 
energy, can the seaman climb from peak to peak, each one more 
difficult, requiring finer judgment, improved self-confidence, 
greater adaptabihty, higher power of leadership, greater self- 
control and greater struggles with himself. 

Life would be unbearably Spartan and difficult, however, if he 
never relaxed. The mind as well as the body needs change, and 
the most effective way to get it is by physical exercise^ especially 
by taking up games and sport of every kind. In some such way 
one should usefully employ and enjoy one’s moments of sport. 
Frequently, I have felt mentally overtired after a long day in an 
Admiralty office ; have gone to my club and played two or three 
games of squash rackets, then home to dine, all my tired feeHng 
vanished. Sitting motionless in a chair stagnates your circulation 
and gives you a feeling of mental exhaustion. Stand on your 
head, or go for a run, and you will find you are not really tired, 
but ready for another spell of mental work. But apart from the 
value of exercise for a man leading a sedentary life, games can give 
you an altogether happier existence. To change your mind from 
mental study to sport and back again, balances your mind and your 
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life : the difficulties become smaller, the worries disappear and the 
improvement of your physique improves your mental qualities — 
Mens Sana in corpore sano — there is no better advice, I believe, to 
give to the young, than to balance your mental work with physical 
exercise — and not only to the young! 

I have now stressed the value of certain qualities in life for 
those who follow an active and practical career. To be bom with, 
or to acquire some or all of these qualities will help, but even if 
you possess them, they will not bring success in life automatically. 
You may be energetic and self-confident, but lack self-control ; 
have good judgment but fail to use it ; be full of ability and zeal 
but steer a wrong course. Something more is essential, you 
must have an aim in life, to draw the quaUties out and concentrate 
them on a target : some fiery need in your mind which will inspire 
you, direct you and enable you to get the most out of yourself 
and your abilities. To reaUze this, you have only to reflect on the 
period we have been passing through and, indeed, still are. England 
has the great qualities I have mentioned. In normal times they 
lay dormant, you might imagine they were not there ; only in 
times of national trial and stress do they show themselves clearly, 
centrahzed in a struggle for preservation. 

As a seaman my aim was early marked out for me. It was to 
follow tlie example of the great seamen of the past I had read 
about, and that of the best of the leaders of my time. Somehow 
I must attempt to rise to a position of authority whence I could 
do useful work, lead others aright, make the utmost of my talents, 
be they two or ten, and so accomplish something for my country. 
It was my distant star. But in his daily life, the young seaman is 
beset by many reefs, which occupy most of his thoughts and which 
he must safely circumnavigate. It is the next point he has to 
round, that his mind must concentrate on, sufficient unto the day 
... Yet the next point will, when rounded, uncover a further 
one on the horizon. So he must know in his mind, in his inner 
self, how far he intends to travel. Gathering up the experience 
he has gamed, he will use it to pass through the more difficult 
waters now ahead, until he reaches the testing end of the highest 
achievement of which he is capable. 
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The reader may ask whether these experiences and ideas I have 
written are useful to those who do not follow the seaman’s life. 
To those I could reply that this article is about “What hfe has 
taught me.** Nevertheless, I would answer the question whether 
the sea teachings can be apphed to other walks of Hfe : I think 
they can. I have stressed the influence of Hfe on the sea, and of 
die ships in which sailors mainly Uve, as it can inspire the young — 
die team spirit of the crew, and its eflect on the mind in early Hfe, 
of working for the ship rather than for oneself. It is the natural 
consequence of a common aim, a common responsibihty, of getting 
the most out of the vessel you arc part of, and of ensuring her 
safety and success. Having achieved it you obtain pride and 
happiness in the ship and in yourself. Should not that same spirit 
animate those in other walks of Hfe? The “ship” is where you 
arc, where you work, and your shipmates stand around you, 
those who work with you for a common purpose. 

This spirit acquired early in hfe can dominate the mind of aU, 
as it does that of the sailor in all die stages of life dirough which 
he passes. It will b^edome the basis of your character. It is a spirit 
that has not been “invented,” rather has it developed naturally 
through the centuries ; it is common to the seamen of all nations, 
at least in principle. I bcheve that if a young man in any other 
profession, would develop it in the same way and absorb it into 
Iiis own hfe, it could not but help him to realize more fully this 
proper comradeship of man ; to be more temperate in his deahngs 
with odicrs ; to be more humble in success, less disappointed in 
failure; to realize more clearly that he docs not stand alone and 
unsupported in the world. 

Everyone must work for his own advancement ; but life has 
taught me, that to make your own advancement your exclusive 
aim can only lead to disappointment and regret, and a feeling of 
unfulfilment. It is not what position you rise to in life, but rather 
it is the use you make of the opportunity that the position gives 
that matters. It must be your ambition one day to accomphsh 
something for your coimtry and for others ; that must be the 
spirit in which you strive throughout hfe and that will stand by 
you in the endless struggle. 
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If during life you put all you can into it, then at its later stages 
you will find it will return something to you, perhaps with interest. 
Even should your hopes in life be unfulfilled, you will have 
developed inside your mind a power for good. You will have 
something to give to everyone who needs it, and you may be 
sought by those who need help. 

A good ship is one in which the crew is united in a great aim — 
duty, efficiency and happiness — and in which the individual has 
developed the maximum of comradeship. Every good sailor wants 
to join her. So we can make England our national ship ; but 
only if we pull together in the right spirit with a common unselfish 
aim. 
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Born in 1878 at Stockton-on-Tees, and became Deputy- 
Coroner for the County of Durham from 1902-11, Mayor 
of Stockton 1915-16 and its M,P,from 1917-23. Appointed 
Metropolitan Police Magistrate 1928 and, after a brief break 
for reasons of health, was made Chief Metropolitan 
Magistrate in 1941, 


I T HAS ceased to be the fashion to wait until about the age of 
seventy before writing one’s autobiography. Modern youth 
has shown no more respect for the traditions of memoir writing 
than it has for most other traditions, and it may be that — to avoid 
a charge of being old fashioned — the editor and publishers should 
have invited contributions from those young enough to be the 
grandchildren of some of the writers here assembled. My experi- 
ience in juvenile courts has taught me to treat the views of 
youth as seriously as those of more advanced years, and I have 
no doubt that had the scope of the book been extended in this 
way, the result would have been most instructive. Yet it seems 
to me that the youthful contributors would — quite unknown to 
them — ^have been under one very serious handicap, for until one 
reaches a certain stage of maturity it is almost impossible to dis- 
tinguish between what life has taught one, and what one has 
merely absorbed from other people in the way of opinions and 
judgments. The distinction is not easy to define, but it is in my 
opinion supremely important and one of which I am particularly 
conscious as I review my sixty-eight years. 

It seems to me that up to the age of about twenty-one my 
whole life was so influenced by three men that I then could only 
have written this contribution in terms of what I had learnt from 
them ; and even today I am not absolutely certain as to which of 
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my opinions are not directly traceable to them. It is natural, 
therefore, that I should begin with a tribute to them and their 
influence. They were my father, G. M. Savery (my headmaster 
from the age of eleven imtil seventeen), and C. J. Archer (to whom 
I was articled for the next five years). 

My father was a timber merchant and Justice of the Peace 
well known in Stockton-on-Tees, and was an excellent product 
of the Victorian era. By modem standards he might be judged 
a httle stem, imbending and remote, but my memory contains 
nothing but infinite affection and respect for a most powerful, 
just and high-principled personahty. It was he who undoubtedly 
planted within me an ideal which I have always endeavoured 
to live up to in my work — to be primarily interested in and 
guided by the highest moral principles. It is, by the way, an ideal 
that is not such an inconvenient companion as many might think — 
though it does imply or involve a certain stability and single- 
mindedness of purpose in life, and I realize that the rough and 
tumble worlds of, say, modem commerce and poUtics (to name 
only two) make it immeasurably more difficult to preserve one’s 
moral equihbrium. 

G. M. Savery, the headmaster at Harrogate College, was another 
powerful personahty, and one to whom the term “disciplinarian” 
could with more justice be appUed than to my father. Yet once 
again I was fortunate in seeing the ideal of perfect justice being 
hved up to most successfully. Strict though he was I never once 
heard a boy complain of his judgment, and all who had the 
privilege of passing through the college under his supervision must 
have gone out into the world with the conviction deeply impressed 
on them that if they were fair and just it would indeed be difficult 
for the world to speak ill of them. Savery had been president of 
the Oxford Union when Asquith was up at die university, and 
it is no litde tribute to his striking personality that when I men- 
tioned liis name to Asquith somewhere about 1920 an immediate 
and genuine interest was shown by the great statesman in spite 
of the passage of years. 

Mori integrity also meant much to C. J. Archer, but my debt 
to him was perhaps more the result of his extraordinary competence 
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and sound judgment as a solicitor, for daily life with him for five 
years not only taught me my craft in a way that could not be 
bettered, but made me reahze the spiritual value of a full day’s 
work done to the best of one’s ability. He set an example of 
efficiency and conscientiousness to all around him that was most 
infectious and, incidentally, it was he who signalled in the begin- 
nings of my full maturity and mental independence. When my 
articles were signed he turned to me and said, “I hope you will 
never regret the serious step you have taken this day.” On the 
lips of a lesser man the words would have been a mere formal 
expression, but as they fell from him I could sense to the full the 
deep spirit of responsibihty that characterized his whole life, and 
I was filled with a resolve that I should not lightly depart from 
his standards. 

Since then I have, of course, been guided by the advice of 
many poetic and on many occasions, but my judgment and 
opinions were somehow never again subordinated as they pre- 
viously were to those three men, and I must account myself for- 
tunate that such a trio moulded my young mind. The importance 
of such influences is in fact the first, and one of the most vital, 
of fife’s lessons. 

I must mention Archer again because he illustrates another 
important lesson. As I have said, he possessed outstanding capa- 
bilities as a solicitor, and it was several times suggested to him that 
he should move to London where he would be able to exercise 
his talents to the full, and where he would undoubtedly have 
had a most successful career : but he chose to stay in Stockton-on- 
Tees. Now I realize that success should not be an end in itself, 
but careers that halt early in fife often have a suffocating effect 
on the soul, and most young people have a natural desire to avoid 
that fate. To them I commend this advice: do not let yourself 
be lured by the deceptive glitter of the big cities. The best founda- 
tion for a successful career is usually made in one of the small 
communities where one knows, and is known by, many of the 
mhabitants. If you give of your best in these restricted surroundings 
for, say, ten or fifteen years, then by the time the mid-thirties 
are reached it will probably be foimd that the prizes of tlie Great 
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City — ^which once seemed so unobtainable — will be yours for the 
asking. The alternative plan is, of course, quite possible, but 
in my opinion it is not only much more hazardous and difficult, 
but not likely to be so reassuring and satisfying to oneself. When 
I reflect on my own career— Deputy-Coroner for the County of 
Durham at twenty-four, Stockton-on-Tees Councillor at twenty- 
nine, County Coimcillor at thirty-five. Mayor at thirty-seven, 
and Member of Parliament for Stockton from thirty-nine to 
forty-five — I believe that the steady progression has contributed 
greatly to my peace of mind and has given me a much more reliable 
sense of perspective than would otherwise have been possible. 
To enjoy a meteoric rise to fame, or to be launched, with few 
preliminaries, into the whirl of modem public life, or to find 
oneself in desperate competition with the city milhons at an early 
age, is surely not conducive to the best and natural devdopment 
of a man’s personahty. 

Before I leave the biographical details of my life perhaps I 
should deal with one question that I have often been asked — ^Why 
did I retire from politics so early and so suddenly when my position 
in Stockton-on-Tees indicated a long and safe tenure as its M.P.? 
The fact is that though I stood as a Liberal, party politics never 
had much attraction for me. I was M.P. for Stockton-on-Tees 
because I knew the local folk and their affairs intimately and, I 
like to believe, because they knew from my record that they could 
rely on me to represent them unaffected by purely party con- 
siderations and loyalties. My supporters came from every class 
of people, and I was indeed the first Member for Stockton-on-Tees 
to be returned unopposed. Even in 1922, when unemployment at 
Stockton-on-Tees was heavier than at any other place, I was com- 
fortably re-elected in a three-cornered fight. But in 1923 the 
Coahtion broke up, and with it went any hope of the sort of 
poHtical life that I enjoyed ; so I left the arena to others, and have 
never paid a shilling to any pohtical association since. I can view 
with nothing but regret the gradual intensification of political 
strife until today even a position on an urban district council 
is somehow related to a complex point of foreign policy, and 
candidates for public offices of all kinds are not so much well- 
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known local personalities pledged to safeguard local interests as 
nominees of a group with national political associations and whose 
loyalties must, as a result, be somewhat divided. It may even be 
that the next generation will witness the intrusion of politics into 
British justice. How fortunate we are in that respect at present 
can be seen by a comparison between the conduct in our courts 
and in those of many foreign courts. Sitting at Bow Street as 
Chief Metropolitan Magistrate I dealt not only with all the cases 
of espionage and treason that were tried in secret during the 
war, but with those similarly charged in public after the cessation 
of hostihties. In spite of the fact that much of the evidence given 
must have aroused indignation in the hearts of many of the pubUc 
sitting close to the prisoners, never once did I notice the slightest 
hint of disapproval, and the prisoners might — to a casual foreign 
observer — have been in the dock on a charge of misappropriating 
a bundle of firewood. That such an attitude on the part of the 
public did not indicate indifference and “softness’* is proved by 
the fact that in every case the Court was packed and there was 
sufficient evidence for me to commit the prisoners for trial at the 
Central Criminal Court. 

But though my experiences in this connection reflect nothing 
but credit on the public I regret to say that much of my experi- 
ence as a magistrate has led me to note a very sad decline in the 
general moral sense, and a consequent increase of crime for wliich 
there is not the sHghtest excuse. I have heard it said that poverty 
is the prime begetter of crime : that with the removal of poverty 
the incentive for much lawlessness will disappear. I can cate- 
gorically assert that my legal and pubUc experience of the past 
fifty years points entirely to the contrary view. In my young 
days it was true to say that cases of petty larceny were often com- 
mitted when the cause appeared to be poverty ; but the culprits 
were only a very small percentage of those who could have pleaded 
equal justification — and it must be remembered that the poverty 
of fifty years ago was much more real than it is today. Since then 
the standard of living of all the lower income groups has improved 
enormously, yet the indisputable fact remains that larceny and 
crime in general has increased substantially — and with Uttlc obvious 
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cause. Time without number I have had housewives, young girls, 
youths and men with long records of excellent service, brought 
before me and charged with shoplifting or some petty fraud when 
no plea of shortage or hardship could possibly be substantiated 
(in actual fact the plea is rarely made). Devoted husbands, mothers 
and wives break down in the witness box when confronted with 
the inexplicable actions of their loved ones, while the culprits 
stand mute or offer the feeblest of excuses. 

How can one explain the position save by assuming a serious 
collapse in moral values? — that these are cases where men and 
women, in all other respects normal and respectable citizens, 
simply see no harm in appropriating money or goods to which 
they feel they have some obscure right. “Why shouldn’t I travel 
without paying my fare? — the Company won’t miss my 2d. I may 
as well ‘scrounge’ some of the building materials at the comer 
of my road : if I don’t someone else will. Mrs. Brown next door 
has a pair of real silk stockings, why shouldn’t I? — even if I can’t 
really afford it this week; and the big shops are making plenty of 
profits anyway.’’ And so they go down the sUppery slope. What 
is to stop them? 

In my opinion the prime cause of all this is the rapid loosening 
of the influence of Christianity over a large section of the com- 
munity. When moral values are no longer regarded as absolute 
then it is not difficult for people to say to themselves, “I have 
as much right to tliat as so-and-so,” or, “If I had not been unlucky 
at dog racing the other night I could have bought those books” ; 
and society run on those lines is heading for disaster. Christian 
morahty, on the other hand, puts the individual in no doubt as 
to the nature of his actions. He might feel that fate is dealing 
harshly or unreasonably with him, but he is under no illusion 
as to what he ought to do, except perhaps in dire extremity. Retri- 
bution for the failure to give him his just reward on earth must 
be left to more knowledegable hands than his. For who knows 
what is his just reward? 

To me it seems deplorable that even those last few sentences 
of mine will seem “old-fashioned” to many readers. Still more 
out of date, no doubt, will seem to them my reflections on the 
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weakening of the marriage bond. To those of us who have been 
granted an insight into innumerable domestic disasters and tangles 
one fact stands out quite clearly — that whatever the original merits 
of the opportunity for divorce they are fast being quite outweighed 
by the consequent general failure of people to attempt to master 
the art of living together. I say “consequent*' deliberately, for it 
seems obvious to me that if people marry in the knowledge that 
a divorce can be obtained relatively easily much of the incentive 
to give and take in married Ufe will be gone, and the fragile fairy- 
like barque of marriage is likely to be sunk by the first and most 
mild breeze that it meets. Nor will one or both of the partners 
make much attempt to resist the temptations that probably occur 
to most married people at some time or other. The fact is that 
the choice of a wife or husband is the most grave decision in a 
person’s life, yet circumstances today are tending to invest the 
occasion with no more importance than the choice of a new hat. 
I can never give sufficient thanks to my wife who, since our 
marriage in 1909, has been my supreme help in every part of my 
private and public life ; what happens to those who have not been 
so fortunate in their choice is too often seen in cases brought 
before me, both in adult and juvenile courts. It may be argued 
that the surest method of satisfactorily dealing with a wretched 
married life is to allow the partners to begin again by divorce 
proceedings. Unfortunately, one of the surest ways of causing 
a wretched married life would seem to be to tell the husband 
and wife that the law allows them to make only a feeble and 
formal attempt to surmount what must — by the very nature of 
things — be inevitable difficulties and problems. This is a dilemma 
which our society is not dealing with very successfully, but the 
recent suggestion of Courts of Conciliation was a wise and timely 
move in the right direction. Easier divorce is merely another 
modem slope down which we can slide with every increasing 
momentum. 

The suggested Courts of Conciliation remind me of the system 
of “probation” whereby a defendant who has been “overtaken 
in a fault” is placed on probation and receives help and advice 
from an experienced probation officer. This system has met with 
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much success, and has often been the means of altering the rest 
of an offender s life. When I was at Lambeth I placed on probation 
a man, aged seventy-nine, who had spent the previous sixty years of 
his life mostly in prison— mainly for offences of stealing. Thanks 
to the co-operation of an exceptionally helpful and good-hearted 
probation officer, who met the probationer weekly, the old offender 
is now eighty-five, and for the last six years has led an honest and 
happy life! The one occasion when he seemed to doubt the 
wisdom of his new life was when I heard him reflect during a 
particularly nasty spell of flying bombs that it was a good deal 
quieter in the provincial prison that he knew so well. 

At this juncture it is probably not amiss to reflect on the events 
of what I regard as the second half of my career (after I retired 
from politics and devoted myself exclusively to the administration 
of justice). I had been called to the Bar before retiring from 
politics, and practised mainly on the North Eastern Circuit. To 
have a working knowledge of both branches of the legal profession 
has been of the greatest value to me, for however excellent is the 
Clerk of the Court a magistrate who has been trained as a lawyer 
is obviously in a very favourable position for the efficient exercise 
of his powers. This, however, is not to discount in jthe slightest 
the value of lay magistrates. Indeed, were I asked for my opinion 
of the ideal Bench I would say a trained lawyer for the chairman 
with a layman on one side and a laywoman on the other. Unfor- 
tunately, it is not practicable today to provide a stipendiary magis- 
trate for every Bench. 

In 1928 Sir William Joynson-Hicks recommended me for 
appointment as a Metropolitan magistrate, and my work as such 
has mainly been at Lambeth, North London, Clerkenwcll and 
Bow Street, most of those coming to the courts being of the 
working classes for whom I have a profound respect and liking. 
In 1936, however, I resigned my office after two serious heart 
attacks, and at the age. of fifty-eight it seemed likely that public 
life was, for me, finished. Yet it was then that I was to learn one 
of die most remarkable of life’s lessons. Under the direction of 
a wise medical adviser I took a complete rest of nine months, 
during which time I was able to watch the building of a house 
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on some land I had bought on the cliffs in the beautiful little village 
of Studland, on the Isle of Purbeck, Dorsetshire. I also spent a 
few winter months in Italy, at Rapallo. 

At the end of this rest I was a new man, and I gradually resumed 
the chairmanship of the London PoHce Court Mission, and joined 
my local Bench of magistrates at St. Pancras. In 1938 there came 
a vacancy on the Metropolitan Bench and I was “reinstated” to 
the first court where I had sat, namely, Lambeth ; and tlien in 
1941 I was appointed to be Chief Metropolitan Magistrate, to 
which were added the honours of knighthood and of being made a 
Bencher of Gray’s Inn. 

In 1936 such a state of affairs would have seemed impossible, 
but my illness proved to be a most beneficial act of providence, 
and I can only offer this advice to others: that if it is at all possible, 
a complete voluntary relaxation from effort for several months 
during the early fifties should be the aim of everyone, and should 
a serious illness overtake one in middle-age the victim should be 
prepared to see in it the kindly workings of fate, rather than the 
reverse. As Bernard Shaw has pointed out, many famous men 
(including himself) are indebted to Nature for applying a timely 
brake in this way, though, as he added a little cynically, she over- 
did it a bit in such cases as Mozart! The truth is, I suppose, 
that most men tend to forget the advance of years and try to 
drive the human frame as though it still belonged to a young 
man. Thus, if a man does not learn this lesson in time. Nature 
gives him a few hints, and if he still refuses to learn then Nature 
applies rather stronger methods of persuasion. It is not necessary 
to abandon an active Hfe very earl)^ — which may be a bad thing 
from many points of view — but it is necessary to slow down the 
tempo of one’s life and to avoid sudden stresses and strains suitable 
only for a young person. It is also necessary to cultivate a variety 
of interests. My recreations have been golf, lawn tennis, riding 
and swimming (a combination that guaranteed me some pleasur- 
able exercise in practically any weather), but most of my leisure 
hours have been spent in reading, and on the two occasions that 
I have been ordered to spend six weeks in bed I was deeply thankful 
to be able to enjoy this never failing solace. 
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If the advice of the last few paragraphs is heeded by middle- 
aged readers then this contribution will have more than justified 
itself, but if a few more words may be added to summarize what 
life has taught me, here they are : It has been my unvarying 
experience that people receive from their fellows broadly and 
generally the treatment that they have shown to others. If one 
shows kindness, respect and courtesy, these are the quaHties which 
are received in return. As a MetropoUtan magistrate for eighteen 
years I have never failed to marvel at the way in which offenders 
accept the penalties and often imprisonments it has been found 
necessary to inflict. And I have never received an unpleasant 
anonymous letter. 

Lest those last few words should sound a Htde self-complacent 
I would like to emphasize that I consider them to be primarily 
a sincere tribute to the quaHties of the British public, and to their 
respect for British justice. They are also an indirect but heartfelt 
tribute to the three grand personaHties with whom I opened this 
contribution, and to whom — under God — I owe everything that 
is fundamental in me (though Hfe without my wife is something 
I neither can nor would care to imagine). 
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C HRISTIANITY HAS always contained the notion of 
“witness/* and indeed, the behef that “witnessing** is a 
duty. This must mitigate a man*s extreme distaste for 
talking about himself, especially of what is most intimate to him, 
and perhaps he may be excused from so much as trying to mention 
that “most intimate,** if only because he knows he could never 
explain it. On the other hand, when one is old, one probably 
becomes less sensitive to comment, though more rueful, perhaps, 
yet less indignant, in proportion as modern life allows one less 
and less of privacy. (But one is told that it is very “reactionary** 
so much as to want a private life — one must identify oneself with 
— merge one’s self in — some more vast “society.** Of that, later.) 

Yet after all, when the period of accumulating experience 
is on the whole over, the period of “understanding** begins or 
proceeds, and this is always one of simplification, so that less and 
less needs to be said. I do not really want to say much more than 
that life has taught me (I hope) to love God and my neighbour 
better. True, I would not want to suggest that some sort of 
“abstract,” Life, has taught me anything in particular. I suppose 
that I can dilate — ^not so much on what I have learnt as on how 
and when I have gradually learnt it. I suppose I must then say 
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that I have been “schooled” by my home, by the Catholic Church, 
by moving around as a Cathohc (I cannot imagine what, e.g. 
travel, or war, would have taught me had I not been a Catholic), 
and by what God, I wish humbly to acknowledge, has directly 
taught me : but that, precisely, is a “most intimate” about which 
I will not write, because I could not even if I would. Anyhow, 
it would only relate to a method of teaching me the “what” that 
I mentioned above — a better love of God and of men. One begins, 
no doubt, by accepting rather than learning, but also, perhaps, 
by disbelieving. In my home that curious mixture of piety and 
worldliness, so common in Victorian days, prevailed. Thus if I 
did anything careless, like upsetting a cup, I was given to under- 
stand that God was grieved: but if I cried, I was told that “little 
gentlemen never cry.” I was taught to make all sorts of sacrifices 
for Poor Children, and indeed for Little Black Babies (connected 
by me with Sunday picture-books, cowrie shells, palm-trees and 
St. Paul, for whom I developed an active detestation), but also, 
was forbidden to play with all but a hand-picked few — in fact, I 
was once asked by some children in our square to play hide and 
seek, and replied — n.b., in perfect innocence : “I was sent out 
here to amuse myself, and not to play with yew.” Even “They” 
found this remark — not my abstention — rather exorbitant. Hence 
a divided and partly falsified state of mind grew up — ^you had to 
profess love for people you disliked : you must beheve that God 
had given you the toys you knew had been bought : you must 
beheve that your grandfather was a mixture of Abraham and 
Jove, but above all “very good”: “goodness” dwindled downwards 
through a hierarchy of uncles, aunts and cousins. There was no 
reason to suppose that visitors were “good.” Hence a mixture of 
affection and discomfort, of beUef and scepticism, tending to an 
ultimate resentment of home and elders. But I retained an 
“evangelical” sense of a present God (much less, of Christ) ; a 
twist not only towards obedience but to reverence ; a conviction 
that right differed from wrong, a He (mental, too) being the worst 
of sins : a certainty that the distinction between being a gendeman, 
and not, was absolute and that one must therefore be infinitely 
considerate of the poor, the sick, servants, in short, the “less 
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fortunate.” My childhood bequeathed, too, to me a love for the 
sonorous rhythms of Old Testament and Apocalypse : the sense 
was not my affair. 

My private school was happy. Did it teach me anything more 
than the sort of exterior socid code that was then demanded? I 
can’t say that it taught me Latin, because I simply rushed to Latin 
and fed on it : anyone should have seen that I ought to have done 
Greek, but, being destined for the diplomatic service, and French 
being almost a second “native” tongue to me, and since I had an 
almost morbid knack for mathematics (other than arithmetic 
which I still can’t do), I was kept on the Modem Side. But my 
imagination was being fired by any book in French or about 
France (like the Tale of Two Cities), or by exotic books like The 
Last Days of Pompeii or Rider Haggard’s Cleopatra, I cared nothing 
for the “plots” — but the atmospheres! the magic! though do not 
suppose that I was only “thrilled”! I paralysed my “people” by 
asking for an Egyptian Grammar for a Christmas present and could 
read obeHsks quite well when I was eleven or so. I lived thus in 
mysterious worlds, which anyhow had been real as even French 
fairy worlds were not. Add to these the Ingoldsby Legends, which, 
in a way, I suppose, introduced me both to the macabre and to 
“papistry,” to coarseness and to heraldry. 

But ultimately more important were Virgil’s Eclogues and 
Georgies : they came to Hfe for me and gave me a golden Italy 
into which I could emigrate from the harsh world of my pubUc 
school when I passed on there. “Harsh,” for such inevitably was 
a pubhc school if you couldn’t conform to type, which I think I 
would have done, if I could, but couldn’t, largely owing to 
devastating shyness ; public opinion, however, was intransigent — 
ne quid nimis — not even too good a French accent. Well, I soon 
lost that, but could not make imagination fade into common day. 
Virgil began to mean more than a mystic Italy : the jEneid sug- 
gested to me a Heavenly City, a Rome of which I really thmk 
Virgil at times caught glimpses and felt homesick for it. Tende- 
bantque manus. . . . Hands were reaching out in a passion for 
whatever shore might lie invisibly beyond every Styx or Ledie. 
And I was soon shifted to the classical side, and oddly enough 
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iCschylus made me appreciate Isaiah, because (so far as I was then 
conscious) of a certain aUied magnificence proper to these two 
seers, but, I now honesdy think, more deeply because of the frightful 
problem of Doom and Guilt in the Agamemnon — the torment of 
the Chorus when Clytemnestra denied all responsibihty for her 
husband’s murder : “That thou art guiltless of this murder — ^who 
should vouch? Nay, nay! Yet indeed a Vengeance from ancestral 
days may have been thine AccompHce. . . Incipient adolescent 
anguish! I am fated to be irrevocably I, yet I “ought” to be so 
many things that I am not and can’t be! Vocation versus Fate. 
Moreover, at this time all young men of taste were feeUng bound 
to be disillusioned and to peer wistfully at the fading Christian 
view through a hedge of green carnations. This pose found tough 
antagonists, one of them being Browning. One master — one — 
was cursed with the behef that Beauty existed and that he should 
open our eyes to it (but this behef was derisively disallowed by 
healthy young barbarism, so he had a very bad time). He showed 
me Rabbi Ben Ezra^ Abt Vogler, the Grammarians Funeral^ Pictor 
Ignotus ; “Thoughts hardly to be packed into a narrow act. . . . 
All I could never be ; all, men ignored in me . . “A circle 
premature”; “Tastes sweet the water with such specks of earth?” 
In all this was a real but an austere joy ; a washing with glacier 
water. 

But a more formidable antagonist was “Plato-Aristotle,” that is, 
snippets of these read in view of scholarships and lumped together 
as “philosophical.” A yet chilher air! But crystalline, in which 
I caught shining ideas of “truth,” “reaUty,” quite superseding what 
was “Enghsh” or “un-English,” what was “good enough for your 
grandfather and therefore for you,” or “nothing remains the same 
and you can have no certainty.” It is evident that none of this 
was responsible for my seeking to become a Catholic some time 
after leaving school, but all of it helped me towards that. The 
perception that beautiful things were both vehicle and veil of 
something more real and more beautiful and more lasting : the 
hazardous vision of a City based upon earth yet co-extensive with 
the world, involved in time yet everlasting — z spiritual yet not 
inhuman Rome : an immutable Truth rooted in God and free 


X.T.M. — H 


215 



C. C. MARTINDALB 


from circumstances nor requiring to be “up to date” nor able to 
be “out of date.” School as such did not teach me anything about 
the Faith as such ; nor did books — dll the very end I read no 
controversy : nor did persons, clerical or lay : the only two 
priests I met for a minute or two, I disUked ; an aged relative 
who was a convert I felt (priggishly) to be as silly as she was 
charming. I cannot say that “life” “taught” me into the Church : 

I am not bound to say anything about the “ education ” directly 
given, as I hold, by God. Not long after this I obtained admission 
into the Society of Jesus, much assisted by St. Aloysius Gonzaga, 
whose personahty enthralled me as mucli as his biographies revolted 
me. 

Jesuit training begins with two years of noviciate, during which 
I learnt to put more order into my sensitive and imaginative life, 
deriving courage to do so from spiritual considerations ; and, 
having so far been purely egotistic, instantly dissociating myself 
from anyone or anything I didn’t like at least in the outside world, 

I had (and wished) to habituate myself to living “in community” 
and to prepare for much associated work which I foresaw with 
great repugnance. After about six months I became rather seriously 
ill, and was sent to finish my noviciate in Provence, at Aix. This 
was a gift straight from heaven. Life was, of course, austere, but 
spent in a world of incredible beauty and warmth and in a tradition- 
ally Cathohe atmosphere. The very house there had belonged to 
the Society of Jesus from pre-suppression days : it was large, 
simple and noble : where I arrived as a stranger, I felt instantly at 
home. Moreover, I spent some months in our hohday house, up 
in the mountains enchanted with wild lavender, thyme, rosemary 
and pine needles, swimming in a sapphire fountain and climbing 
into fig trees where I ate, at dawn, purple fruit still dewy. In this 
Paradise no snake hissed. 

After my noviciate, instead of doing the normal two years of 
classics and mathematics in the Jesuit “juniorate,” I was sent to 
our house of philosophy where I should have spent three years 
(these are devoted to philosophy and science), but after two, being 
ill and having four years of Oxford before me, I went straight to 
our hall there. Well — ^those two years had taught me at least that 
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to have a rigid control of one’s thought was as important as having 
a skeleton. But at Oxford, my first reaction was that I could not 
possibly confront the amount and quaUty of the work necessary 
for doing decently in the schools. However, while preserving (I 
trust) the mental and moral skeleton to which I alluded, and 
without which I should have been something of a jelly-fish, able 
to sting but hable to melt, I woke up suddenly to History, and felt 
free to move around in those other cultures, other worlds, with 
knowledge^ in which I had for so long dwelt “impressionistically.” 
But, no less important, my two years of scholastic philosophy had 
made me very critical of the critics, more sceptical than the sceptics. 
True, at times a sentimental love for the pagan world needed to 
be brutally disciplined : at others, theory had to be humanized. 
A “critical humanism,” so to call it, was to prove invaluable when 
I should study theology. 

Another asset was, an invigorating relief from an inferiority 
complex that has always, indeed, endured ; but after all, the 
seemingly “impossible” had been done, and not too badly. Yet 
whatever inchnation to criticize, indeed to disbeUeve, had been 
augmented by Oxford, I could apply first of all to my own 
performances, I knew that I easily committed, or overlooked, most 
frightful howlers, and so, readily hstened to adverse criticism, 
though by no means always accepted it : no amount of praise 
could make me think I had done well what I felt to be, as usual, 
second rate or worse : if I genuinely thought I had done well, I 
was glad and forgot it. I could see that my taste was still developing, 
so that self-judgment must be tentative : but even so, I did not 
guess how admirably I had been vaccinated against Modernism. 
After Oxford, I taught classics for a year in one of our colleges, 
but this proved too heavy ; and then two years teaching Greek 
and French in our “juniorate.” The first of tiiese years taught me 
the pleasant lesson that you can get on quite well with boys even 
if you are not a mighty athlete, provided you regard them as much 
older and wiser than yourself : most of them are an agreeable 
mixture of mule and mystic, can be devastatingly poUte and 
abruptly foal-like in their antics, constantly drawing correct con- 
clusions from quite wrong premises, clamorous and shy, finding 


217 



C. C. MARTINDALB 


thought an agony yet fascinated by an idea they have hatched for 
themselves, always able to sec through you if you are fool enough 
to pretend you know what you don’t, and often destined to be 
still faithful friends after the traditional “forty years.” True, those 
first friendships were to be consoUdated by close contact during 
the first Great War; but it was now that I might have guessed that 
kindly fife meant indeed to surround me with a multitude of 
friends. 

After this, I did my four years’ theology, being ordained after 
three in August, 1911 : it has, in fact, been said that Ordination, 
drawing now so near, is the true rector of such houses. Speculation 
is not much to my taste ; but one professor, in my first year, 
apphed the historical and critical method with much learning and 
humanity to the subject matter, and I liked to see how the great 
theological formulae came into being ; and since all CathoHc 
theology, and doctrine, form an organic whole, my first year 
enabled me to move comfortably forward, save that after my 
second year I became ill, was sent for the tliird to a French house 
where I found admirable professors, and met many whom I had 
known as novices and, by observing their development, could the 
better examine my own. My fourth year was spent in DubUn, 
but I was too ill to study seriously. 

After this I coached older boys and young men in scholarship 
and other classes at Stonyhurst till the war broke out in 1914 and 
snapped life into two halves. In that “Second-Lieutenants’ war” 
it felt as if one’s fnends in the next world would soon be as numerous 
as those in this. At first this was very bitter, as I was not able to 
be chaplain (I was grateful for this afterwards : you could do 
much more out of uniform and unpaid), especially as boys, obvi- 
ously, could no more concentrate, nor, indeed, could I. But 
happily for me, I was sent to Oxford where I lectured on Latin 
to handfuls of young men, but where, under the inspiration of my 
rector, the late Fr. C. D. Plater, I began to go to military hospitals. 
Ultimately I had six such hospitals in Oxford alone and others at 
a distance ; also, two battaHons of army cadets were quartered in 
colleges and an ever-shifting multitude of R.F.C. cadets, a high 
percentage being CathoHc. A club was created for these ; vast 
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aerodromes were developed in the neighbourhood ; I was asked, 
too, to visit two very large camps for German prisoners, and 
numbers of friends returned wounded to London hospitals. More- 
over, Fr. Plater inaugurated a system of weekend “retreats” for 
the wounded, and for cadets. The latter I had charge of ; also of 
the former when he was ill. For pure happiness, I have known 
nothing to surpass such retreats. This episode ended with the 
great influenza epidemic during which I was chiefly with the dying 
till, at the very end, I caught it myself And hospitals, camps and 
colleges rapidly grew empty. 

From these years, I think I learnt chiefly four things. First, that 
any day can be made to last thirty-six hours, all of them filled. 
Feverish or selfish work are bad for body and soul : hard work 
and even impossible work do one good. Second, I came to know 
intimately and love vast numbers of men from Australia and New 
Zealand of which so far I knew nothing. These hilarious, robust 
and consecrated friendships proved almost the dearest thing in my 
life ; and when, after ten years, I went to those lands, I found 
there a welcome which suggested that not one day had intervened. 
Third, I learnt still better by direct experience the infinite value 
and lovableness, indeed the intelligence and the long-suffering, of 
the “ordinary man”: difficulties arose only when you encountered 
pretentiousness. But on the whole, armoured self-protection had 
been smashed away : the best and the worst in a man lay raw ; 
but almost always you would find that what rose in strong pure 
jets from the soul’s unsuspected depths was wholly, almost terribly, 
good. In the case of Cathohes, the Sacraments cemented and 
consecrated such friendships : in other cases, “implicit” faith, 
contrition and charity hardly needed to be elicited^ so spontaneous 
a reaction were they when you expected them. Finally, I have not 
been willing to indicate what I had been learning, I trust, in terms 
of the Incarnation — our incorporation into the mystical Body of 
Christ, the indwelling of the Holy Spirit, vivijicans, and consequendy 
the presence and operation of “eternal hfe” within us now. But it 
would have been anomalous had not all this at least led towards 
that total abdication of self-will which alone leaves God free to 
act through men’s work : of what St. Bernard calls the ctfrva 
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voluntaSy the will bent back selfward ; of what medieval and later 
writers call propriethy propriety ; all will to possess even one’s own 
life, let alone the affection, the self-hood, of others, or to dictate 
what shall be God’s action upon souls. All the above would have 
been waste of words had it not indicated the necessity of assimilating 
the doctrine as of St. Ignatius, so of St. John of the Cross. 

Till 1927 I remained at Oxford, though travelling in vacations 
to all, I think, of the universities of this island, for Catholic societies 
were being formed in all of them and were in fact federated, I 
being the Federation’s very incompetent president. This taught 
me how utterly imtrue was the description of post-war youth as 
degenerate, whatever temptation to disillusionment, pessimism and 
apathy politicians might supply them with. A good supplement 
to this acquaintance with studious youth in the younger universities 
— themselves a good corrective to the two older ones — was pro- 
vided by numerous retreats to working-men, not least to miners. 
But we were also seeking contact with CathoHc youth abroad 
and an association called Pax Romana was formed into the vicissi- 
tudes of which I need not go: enough to say that it and our 
Federation at home have not only survived the Second World 
War, but have enormously developed, not least in the United 
States. This took me not only to Rome, but to Berlin, Warsaw, 
twice to Budapest (whither I went twice more later on), to Zagreb, 
Ljubljana, Innsbruck, and elsewhere nearer home. This intensified 
and widened the affection for other nations that the war had so 
rapidly developed : I hardly like to say that Hungary and Poland 
became especially dear to me, lest I should seem to be excluding 
other nations. Yet I found a deep melancholy growing on me — 
men were so good (despite their personal and national tempera- 
ments, which might become almost exasperating at times to a 
foreigner like me, as our own would to them) — and were so 
horribly treated by financiers and poHticians too often the slaves 
not only of ambition and suspicion, of fear and vengefulness, but 
of base cupidity. It was not among the rulers tliat I found honour. 

Then suddenly, 1928, 1 was invited to the International Eucharistic 
Congress (I was on the permanent committee of these congresses) 
at Sydney, spending first some months in New Zealand. I have 
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tried in The Risen Sun to express some of my rapturous happiness 
in those two countries, and in being on the sea. The sea opened 
out a whole new world for me ; but there is no space to edarge 
on that. However, after ten days in New Zealand I was involved 
in a very bad motor smash, which left enduring effects, substantial 
but without interest, save that by 1930 it was necessary for me to 
seek the sun, and this brought about many months in South Africa 
and Southern Rhodesia, chiefly away from white men — or all but 
— ^in missionary stations. Still, I think I learnt something of the 
South African temperament in the southern cities, but especially 
in Kimberley and Johannesburg ; it was strange to be under the 
Southern Cross and find something so totally different from 
Austraha. As for what I learnt from natives, I have tried to express 
it in African Angelas, a book snobbishly full of statistics (lest it 
should appear mere tourist-impressionism) and so quite out of date. 
Still, this was my fint acquaintance with a different race ; I can 
only hope to have inherited some vague “sense” of India from my 
Father, whose many invitations thither I never could accept. Am 
I deluding myself if I think I caught a “sense” even of South 
America, during a Eucharistic Congress that took me via Rio to 
Buenos Aires, and thence, with one friend, by a very spedal train, 
across the continent to Mendoza, and thence, by a cavorting 
aeroplane, over the Andes to Santiago, Valparaiso, then up to 
Antofagasta, Lima, Guayaquil, and once more to Panama and once 
more to New Zealand in a sliip full of seamen who remembered 
me from that old Rotorua in which I had travelled six whole years 
before? Be all that as it may, I was welcomed at Wellington by 
cries of “Welcome homeV* And Austraha — this time after no 
motor smash nor influenza nor pneumonia — was equally a “home.” 
Can you wonder if I have learnt the simplest of lessons, gratitude? 
And finally, in 1937, I went to the Phihppines (which meant, on 
my way home, a fourth visit to Ceylon) ; and I was in Rome at 
the time of Hitler’s visit and the Anschluss and went on to Buda- 
pest, knowing very well as I flew homewards that I was saying 
goodbye to a whole world. 

After this, I was almost constandy ill and in and out of hospitals, 
but in the spring of 1940 was invited to give some lectures in 
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Copenhagen and other Danish towns. I was quite sure I would 
not return ; but every ministry in London assured me that there 
was not the sHghtest chance of an invasion, so I went there on 
April 6, and on April 9 the Germans arrived. I propose to say 
nothing of the next five years, save that to spend so long doing 
nothing, saying nothing, able to believe nothing, and above all 
having to black out all imagination and speculation (for it would 
have meant mere waste of nerve tissue, there being no usable 
evidence), quite apart from considerable illness due to the appalUng 
winter of 1940-41, had a curious effect upon the mind. Dehber- 
ately thus to arrest all emotional and mental processes, and not 
least to refuse one instant of repining because one had hoped for 
so much happy hard work such as had filled the previous war 
years, was all too successful : it had a paralysing effect upon 
memory and inhibited all recollection : it prevented concentration 
or the acquisition of new ideas : it deadened all appetite. Yet, 
suspended thus between two worlds, one felt as if one’s oudook 
were clarified. Sadly enough, even before Munich, I had ceased 
to believe in poUtical promises : nor could I beUeve in paper 
programmes, nor in disinterested economics ; and the moment 
‘‘national interests” were mentioned, I lost heart. Even allowing 
for all the heroism, the subUme self-sacrifice, the humorous endur- 
ance, the pathetic hopes, the grandiose visions, I was far more 
anxious about the after-war than the war. I was quite prepared 
for shiftings of centres of gravity much farther than from Europe 
to the U.S.A.; I had often said, not quite frivolously, that I foresaw 
a Pope, someday, reigning from Tibet. Certainly I foresaw 
revolutions, civil wars, tyrannies and everywhere secularist States 
with Governments at least would-be-omnipotent. What distressed 
me was, far less that Russia had a plan, bad though it were, than 
that the Allies had none, or none they were convinced about. A 
grave authority has stated that whatever ParHament may decree, 
is legal, renouncing thus not only the Law of God as revealed, 
but that of God expressing Himself in Nature, in conscience. The 
only check on such legislation, it was admitted, was popular 
opinion which might render a law abortive. Lenin once said to 
an acquaintance of mine : “You are an emotional revolutionary : 
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that is no good to us. We need cold brains." IVe seemed to me 
to have doctrinaires in plenty, but spiritual principles? No. 

One upshot of those five years was to accelerate my reluctance 
to read books or Hsten to arguments ; to dissect and analyse, 
though so much more material for that was being supplied. What- 
ever truth I met was already included in the universal embrace of 
the Catholic Faith — all truths appear to me to exist there, unified, 
pure and supematuraUzed. I cannot say that "Hfe" has "taught" 
me this, though experience has constantly ratified, amplified and 
elevated what seems to me to have been "given" in childhood 
itself. I am not all the while consciously reflecting on my Faith 
any more than I am on my beating heart or my breathing lungs. 
But in proportion as that Faith is operative in me, I live : if my 
"charity," due to it, grows cold, I know that I am dying. 

I regard it, then, as a great grace of God that He should have 
shown me so many things, and in them, so much beauty and 
goodness; and that I have been continuously aware that I cannot 
even begin properly to appreciate the beauty of one petal of one 
flower, and that there is here no question of thoughts that lie too 
deep for tears, but of a perception too deep for thoughts. And 
when you come to Man — ^what then? If, touching a flower, you 
truly touch the hem of God’s garment ; if you can never venerate 
and love it as He does — for He who is preserving it (who, if I 
may so put it, invented it) sees His own reflection in it infinitely 
better than we do or can — ^what, when you touch a soul? Intelli- 
gence ; freedom ; immortality — the worth that God sees in each 
soul, a worth to be estimated by the fact of the Incarnation, the 
Death and Resurrection of the Son of God made man. It will 
surely be understood that the nearer you approach perception of 
this, the less you put any trust in literature, art, argument, writing 
or talking, however much you must make use of all these — "use 
all our ‘pieces’ (as in chess)," said St. Francis de Sales — and the 
more you fall back upon the Holy Spirit who alone can plunge 
into the watery chaos and turn it not only into order, and life, 
but into a Font wherein the whole course of human history may 
be baptized. Therefore, once more, I would prefer to say, not 
that Life has taught me anything, but that God has taught me partly 

L.T.M. H* 
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by means of experiences, interior and outward, and has enabled 
me to live within the Res CathoUcay and to wish to love and serve 
God better, and my fellow man for His sake. Therefore I am free 
to look at these pages, too, with friendly mockery, leaving them 
wholly to God, whether they are to have any value, or be just 
waste paper. 

It has, however, been suggested that before I take my leave of 
the reader I should add a few lines about the ‘‘lessons’* of illness. 
Perhaps: (1) “Fret not thyself.” I am an extremely good patient 
so long as I am allowed to do exactly what I like. But when 
coerced, I must not “fret” (e.g. about illness interfering with 
plans) : fretting retards recovery. (2) Be patient with doctors. 
They are amazingly nice when tamed. Realize the terribly tedious, 
often ungrateful, often repulsive, often exhausting work that 
nurses have to do (one may admire them even when they are 
ofEcially cheerful, clean and healthy and call one “we”). It depends 
a lot upon the patient if a nurse feels her work to be a vocation 
and not merely a profession. As regards surgeons, a certain meek 
adaptability is doubtless indicated. (3) During convalescence you 
will probably feel melancholy and fractious and far worse than 
when ill. Don’t hustle your convalescence through a desire to get 
back to work. Perhaps, quite suddenly, you will feel : “Hullo! 
I am better 1 ’ On no account instantly do as much as you feel you 
can. Because you can’t. (4) You often reaUze that people do not 
realize what you are feeling like. Don’t spend time distressing, 
or boring, them by prolonged descriptions of your experiences : 
but learn that ten to one, when they are ill, you will not appreciate 
what they are going through : be imaginative enough to sympa- 
thize : courageous enough not to be soft : humble enough not 
to exhort them to exasperating forms of courage, etc. You may 
even be privileged to help them by taking some of their pain 
across into yourself. Some visitors are fountains of peace ; others 
are vampires. (5) When ill, one can quite well learn that pain 
may be the opposite of pleasure, but not, by any means, of happi*- 
ness. If one has not provoked one’s illness (and even if one has, but is 
sorry), much healing serenity is produced by the certainty that 
God does not tmnt one to be other than docile for a time — I mean, 
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does not want active work, or the solution of problems or any 
choice save the one choice — to be ill properly and “according to 
God.” Finally, the Christian who believes himself united super- 
naturally with Christ, and living in and by means of Him, can 
unite himself with Gethsemane and Calvary, for the purposes for 
which those were endured. But this leads us towards considerations 
here, perhaps, out of place. 


225 



SIR SEYMOUR HICKS 


Born in 1871 at St. Heliers, Jersey. The son of an Army 
officer^ he himself was originally intended for a military 
career^ but chose the Stage instead at an early age and 
became equally distinguished as actor, manager and writer. 
He married Ellaline Terriss, with whom he acted for 
many years, and took a prominent part in organizing 
entertainment for the Forces in both World Wars. Was 
knighted in 1935. 


I N THE spring of 1941, a season of by no means pleasant 
memories for Britain, I decided that as my war work obliged 
me to proceed in convoy to the Middle East, a journey, in all 
probability, bristling with torpedoes, mines, bombs and raiders, 
it would be a wise precaution to take out a new insurance poUcy 
on my life. This I may say was not solely for the benefit of my 
heirs, executors and assigns, but also for the protection of those 
many trusting merchants to be found in all great cities, who are 
not averse to encouraging extravagance on the part of those of 
their customers whose financial year begins every day. Feeling 
extremely fit, and quite unlike many of my friends who are often 
only five minutes ahead of one, I took coach, as that most worthy 
of civil servants Mr. Samuel Pepys might have said, and drove to 
an imposing looking building, ornate without and chromium- 
plated within, the home of experts who amass fortunes by feeding 
fat upon the guUible millions who have been convinced by the 
vendors of patent medicines, that rheumatoid arthritis and Pagets 
disease can in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred be traced to the 
common cold, and that a maidenly blush is undoubtedly “tick-de- 
k-roo” in hoHday attire. Eager and willing to pay any premium 
in reason, my surprise may well be imagined, when, on being 
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asked by one of the “Dicers with Death” how old I was and 
replying that seventy wintry British summers had passed me 
Ughtly by, he informed me that it would be quite impossible to 
consider my apphcation. “As you see,” he smiled benignly, “at 
the age of three score years and ten, medically, you are dead.” 

The reader may not unreasonably inquire what this disconcerting 
piece of news has got to do with a question framed with the object 
of discovering “What Life has taught me.” May I say in answer 
to such a query that there are one or two very good reasons for 
my drawing attention to the fact that I am well on the way to 
becoming an October geranium, as the schoolboy described his 
eighty-year-old grandfather, the principal of these being that 
having refused several times to enter a social confessional box at 
the peak hours of my gay fifties, I saw no reason to risk becoming 
a trifle pompous as the sun was setting on a not very distant 
horizon. 

Then again this seemingly simple inquiry was on reflection by 
no means so easy to deal with as it appeared. It is true that my 
career of more than sixty working years had been crowded with 
adventure, a cup full to overflowing, but how best to marshal 
facts and from them deduce something really worth while to 
interest or amuse without floundering in platitudes or discovering 
the obvious, seemed a task impossible for so ordinary a person 
as I know myself to be. However, that a humble chronicler be 
bidden attend a feast at which I reahzed every dish would be 
garnished with the wit and wisdom of brilliant literary chefs 
was so signal an honour that to be obhged to refuse such a charm- 
ing invitation was truly regrettable, and it was with sorrow that 
I was about to post my tactfully expressed excuses in a nearby 
pillar box when it suddenly struck me that were I to substitute the 
word “theatre” for that of “life” I might, without disgracing 
myself, occupy a seat below the salt and introduce a very beautiful 
lady in the person of Dame Thespis to the assembled company. 

Taking my courage in both hands, therefore, I made up my 
mind to thank my mistress publicly and very gratefully for the 
many smiles she had showered upon me, though at times they 
had been bestowed after slaps of by no means a gentle kind. At 
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the outset of my career she had placed in my hands a jewel more 
priceless even than the one that somewhat dreary and often trouble- 
some Bourbon family never tired of informing the world they had 
lost. This was a volume entitled Human Nature written by herself, 
containing tabloid characterizations of all sorts and conditions of 
men. As she gave it me she whispered: “Between the covers of 
this strange work you will find detailed descriptions of the often 
fantastic creatures you will be called upon to portray. Let nothing, 
however, of apparently little value concerned with many of these 
unbelievable types escape your notice or seem too small for pro- 
found thought and consideration. Remember that the methods, 
die motives and the marmers of your fellow men arc the tools 
of the actor’s trade and without an intimate knowledge of how 
they should be used dismal failure must be the player’s lot, or, 
what is even worse, a niche reserved for him in the haU of pleasant 
mediocrity.” 

Had I not obeyed her wise command I should never have learned, 
among numerous other things, one of the greatest of all lessons: 
“How to laugh at life.” The doctor, the cleric, and the legal light, 
doubtless possess an extraordinary knowledge of mankind, for it 
is they who comfort and advise in the hours before what may 
appear a hopeless dawn. But however careful a study they make 
of those who seek their aid they do not absorb like the successful 
actor, and it is not necessary that they should, the reasons for the 
often extraordinary behaviour of the world’s marionettes, who 
dance on strings held by a hidden hand it is not permitted shall 
ever be seen. 

Oh, yes, there is endless amusement to be got out of a profession 
which demands a microscopic examination of the minds of men. 
How then can any exponent of the actor’s art, equipped with a 
sense of humour which should be his most treasured possession, 
fail to see the humorous side of the desperate struggle everywhere 
to gain what the Bard of Avon describes as “the bubble reputation 
even at the cannon’s mouth.” 

Dipping one’s hand into the world’s bag of all sorts, and pulling 
out at random a few odd specimens of its fun-makers who so 
unconsciously teach us to laugh comes first and foremost “the 
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lover/’ with his passionate longings, his agonies of jealousy, his 
despair and perhaps ultimate triumph, often to be followed by 
complete disillusionment. Who more ridiculous to watch than 
the complacent husband who would look upon the present of a 
pair of spectacles as an affront, or the impoverished citizen content 
to beheve impUcitly in poUticians who bake their promises in a 
pastrycook’s oven. Here, too, we see the pompous ass, that purse- 
proud mountain of avoirdupois sublimely ignorant tliat he is the 
biggest bore unhung, cheek by jowl with the miser and the money 
lender, neither of these worthies with all their cunning seeming 
conscious of the fact that not even the smallest pocket is to be 
found in the largest asbestos shroud. RivaUing them as a fun 
maker also may be seen that charlatan of charlatans, the brave 
atheist who on his death bed screams aloud to Heaven for mercy. 

These, of course, are but a fraction of the models which Nature 
has manufactured for the enjoyment of the earnest student. Her 
unbroken mould turns out with few exceptions a host who make 
for merriment in all walks of hfe. 

Is it to be wondered at then that I am grateful to a profession 
which has taught me to laugh? 

But in having tried, and I hope succeeded, to a small extent in 
getting beneath the skin of characters as wide apart as the poles, 
I would not have it thought that all my profession has taught me 
was how to become a laughing cavaUer, for tliis would indeed be 
tantamount to saying that a beautiful calling was one incapable 
of little else, whereas I rank it second to none in its power of 
appreciating to the utmost the innumerable lovely things which 
are the gifts Providence offers Man. If it be true, as a brilliant 
acquaintance of mine once remarked, that he had never known 
what life meant till he had seen it through the eyes of Corot and 
the heart of Gissing, then how grateful should the player be that 
he has been privileged to see it through the master minds of the 
great literary figures who throughout the centuries have so 
ungrudgingly given their all to a Cinderella who loved her children 
none the less, that being servants of many a monarch they have 
been known “as rogues and vagabonds.” 

If we feel that the poet is a trifle optimistic in saying that there 
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are “books in the running brooks,” still I heartily agree with 
him when he continues and sings there is “good in everything,” 
reading “everything” as “everybody.” 

The analysing of character which is the actor’s very definite 
concern has taught me that it is not only in the best brand of 
human being that good is to be found, for if we trouble to search 
diligently there are few, even among those who have declared 
war on society, who are without some redeeming feature. 

This I know is a monumental platitude, my reason for mention- 
ing anything so obvious is to make it abundantly clear that for 
the purpose of his work the actor gains a deeper insight into 
character than the ordinary man of the world however observant. 
It is through my work I have learned that a kindly approach to 
the most difficult people seldom foils to break down an apparently 
unsurmountable barrier, and so I am beholden to many a brilliant 
author for shining a Ught into the darkness of the evil-doer which 
more often than not discloses some much to be applauded 
quaUty. 

From my Pandora Box which holds memories of small achieve- 
ment the word “luck” must not be eUminated. In my own case 
it is written large. First in the possession of the most wonderful 
of partners, who in addition to being adored by all those to whom 
she has given her friendship was one of the most beloved and 
brilliant artistes of her day, a woman who guided me with her 
calm and unerring judgment through the shoals and quicksands of 
many a hazardous adventure. As this is in no sense a biographical 
effort I do not pursue a tribute I have never failed to pay, and I 
approach the “luck” which came my way from a purely professional 
standpoint. 

It was towards the end of 1889 that at the age of nineteen, having 
earned a somewhat precarious Uvelihood as an actor for some four 
years, I found myself practically starving in London. For six 
weeks I had haunted agents’ offices in the hope of obtaining work, 
but without success, when on a bleak October day fate stepped 
in, having come to the conclusion, I suppose, that ^-fortune had 
dogged my footsteps long enough. During this particular afternoon 
I had visited various theatres and tramped along the Strand, then 
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the hub of the theatrical universe, in the hope of hearing of any 
work that might be going, when at last hungry and weary I 
turned up Bedford Street to trudge my way to my lodgings 
in the Earls Court Road. I had not gone far when for some 
unaccountable reason I retraced my steps and was about to turn 
the comer into the Strand again when I came face to face with 
a friend of my own age in the person of an afterwards well-knoym 
actor, Mr. Sam Sothem, the son of the famous Sothem who had 
made two continents laugh at his impersonation of Lord Dun- 
dreary and taken London by storm as David Garrick. “Where 
are you going to?” my friend inquired. “Nowhere in particular,” 
I replied. “Then come and dine with me across the way at Simp- 
son’s,” said he. As cups of tea and bread and butter in the 
morning had been my only fare for many a long day it is not 
difficult to explain how readily I accepted his invitation. What 
that meal meant to me Sothem never guessed, but when not so 
many years afterwards I engaged him to act in The Catch of the 
Season at the Vaudeville Theatre, his salary being ^£40 a week, 
and I told him of the plight I was in when unknowingly he took 
pity on a penniless youth he seemed mightily surprised, as never 
having been in straitened circumstances himself such a con- 
tingency arising as a friend wanting for food had never occurred 
to him. Had we parted directly after dinner that historic night, 
a much wanted repast might have been my principal memory 
of a happy reunion, but far from my good-natured companion 
wishing to end his hospitaUty with the paying of the bill, he 
said that as he had been given two seats for the Court Theatre 
would I like to come with him and see Mr. and Mrs. Kendal act? 
What greater pleasure could anyone be offered, so off we went 
by the stifling old Underground to Sloane Square. Little did I 
dream what was in store for me. Between the acts I was intro- 
duced to the manager of the theatre, a friend of Sothern’s. He 
asked Sothem if I was on the stage, and on hearing that I had 
been in the profession for nearly five years he rather embarrassed 
me by inquiring if I could act! I ! Gathering from his manner 
that he had some good reason for putting the question, I swallowed 
twice and with all the confidence of youth replied, “Oh yes, rather.” 
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At this my new friend seemed highly amused, and then astonished 
me by saying, “Well, perhaps you may be exactly what they want, 
ril take you round at the end of the play and introduce you to 
Mrs. Kendal.’’ When I heard why he proposed to do this I could 
hardly bdieve my ears. It appeared that the Kendals, who were on 
the eve of going to the United States for a long tour, had on 
this very evening received news that the young man who had 
been engaged to play a number of most important juvenile parts 
had been taken dangerously ill, and consequently would be unable 
to leave England. I sat and watched the rest of the performance 
in a dream, and when the curtain fell and I saw the very greatest 
of actresses taking call after call as the house shouted itself hoarse, 
I was terrified at the thought that in a few minutes I should be in 
the presence of this dominating personality whom I had watched 
compel laughter or tears at will and leave the audience spellbound. 

It is not unnatural I suppose for a boy to be awestruck when 
confronted with someone whose name is a household word, but 
I can never remember at any time being so less myself as when 
I saw a pair of small piercing brown eyes looking me through and 
through, and heard a voice saying, “Oh! so I hear you think you 
can act. What’s your name?” “Hicks,” I bleated. “Hicks? not 
a very pretty name,” snorted Madge Robertson Kendal (snorting 
being a trick she indulged in, I was afterwards to learn, when 
pleased, amazed or angry). “Very well, Hicks — ^you will meet 
me here tomorrow morning at ten-thirty, and you must sliow me 
how to act. Good night.” . Glad to escape I hurried out of her 
room and was handed the boy’s part in that famous comedy, The 
Scrap of Paper ^ being told by the stage manager to get as much 
as possible of it into my head. Need I say that I sat up half the 
night and arrived the next day to all intents and purposes word 
perfect? No ordeal by fire could have been more awful than the 
two hours I spent knowing that my possibilities were being weighed 
up by a lady who held my immediate future in her hands, and whom 
I sensed, and afterwards knew to be, one of the most difficult 
women in the world. The rehearsal over, I am not exaggerating 
when I say that I could hardly hold the pen I was given when 
asked to sign a year’s contract at a salary of six pounds a week. 
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From that extraordinary genius I learned all I know of my 
profession. For fifty years I was her grateful friend; but I never 
knew her. She was always helpful and fond of me, and although 
she sent for me two days before her death to open her heart to 
me in a way I don’t think she had ever opened it before to any- 
one, I still felt I did not know her. This amazing lady was a lonely 
woman in her latter years, and though admiration and respect 
were hers, it was a tragedy that she deUberately thrust away the 
abundant love which could so easily have surrounded her. Many 
people, and I am one of them, are unshakable in their beUef 
that there is “a divinity that shapes our ends, rough-hew them how 
we will.” Had I ever been tempted to challenge Shakespeare’s 
considered judgment on the point, the inexpHcable impulse which 
made me retrace my steps towards a thoroughfare which all day 
long had been one holding out no hope of any kind, would surely 
have convinced me it was “a sign” from which I was to Icam that 
even the most insignificant of mortals are not destined to struggle 
on unaided. As a natural corollary I learned that no one need fear 
that prayers for help will remain unanswered when difficulties 
and disaster seem overwhelming. 

In writing this I hope it will not be thought I have taken the 
lease of a pulpit in my old age, for I am well aware that no one 
has less right to do so than I, but as so many undeserved blessings 
have come my way, I feel there is no reason why I should not 
tell my fellow man-in-the-street that these have often been answers 
to very definite appeals in times of grave anxiety. In using the 
word “anxiety” I naturally do so in reference to the greater things 
of life compared with which the ordinary worries connected with 
our present-day struggle to exist (I had almost written “to live”) 
mean nothing at all. But as troublesome business problems beset 
each and all of us, here let me say that my profession soon taught 
me that with the exception of deliberate gambling there is no 
more hazardous imdertaking than the running of a theatre. 
Although profound knowledge, the experience of a lifetime and 
untiring labour are allied for the presenting of what is considered 
by experts to be a work worthy in every way, success or failure is 
still dependent on the toss of that com which the public takes 
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with it to the first performance of every new play, and it therefore 
behoves the Keepers of the Temple of Thespis to count their 
blessings gratefully. This was brought home to me very forcibly 
early in my Hfe as a manager by a theatrical colleague who remarked 
one night that I seemed a trifle nervy. I explained that I had good 
reason to be, since not only had I played with two understudies who 
were incredibly bad, but from early morning everything seemed to 
have gone wrong at the office over the plans for a forthcoming pro- 
duction. “Everything gone wrong my dear fellow?” he laughed. 
“Is that all that’s the matter? You seem to have got hold of 
the wrong end of the stick altogether. You ought never say 
everything has gone wrong. Ask yourself if one thing has gone 
right and if you find yourself in that much to be envied position, 
thank God, jump into bed and go to sleep hoping that you will 
be half as lucky on the morrow.” 

One thing I have never learned is how it comes about that the 
playgoing public, who take such a tremendous interest in every- 
thing connected with their favourites and the parts in which they 
appear, do not seem to have the remotest idea of the difficulties 
and pitfalls which beset them at every turn. Even the ever- 
increasing number of amateur actors and actresses appear to 
imagine that the professional player dwells in a kingdom of gilded 
content and that their club is a gateway to it, through which they 
have only to step to find prizes awaiting them. 

In writing like this it must not be thought that I am pointing 
to a notice board on which is printed, “No Thoroughfare,” oi 
crying from the housetops, “Abandon hope.” Far from it, I am 
simply drawing the attention of the youth who hopes to gain 
fame in my profession to the fact that the apparently placid and 
beautiful sea on which he is so eager to launch his frail dramatic 
craft, holds many an uncharted tide and whirlpool, with which 
the inexperienced navigator will have to cope if he would avoid 
disaster on a cruel and rocky coastline. * 

Like “Lear” to his Cordelia, I am asking him to “Think again;” 
that’s all. How helpful it would be if I could say with certainty 
to Mr. Jones : “It is no good your going on the stage. I know 
your friend Mr. Smith has been most successful, but he has some- 
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thing you have not. Magnetism. That illusive something, 
impossible to describe and impossible to acquire.” In the art of 
the Theatre the power to appraise the value of the uncut stone is 
given to few. Even the mighty Garrick was hopelessly at fault, 
for it must be remembered that on seeing the equally mighty 
Mrs. Siddons when she first came to London, he thought nothing 
of her. 

Alas! as there is no Golden Test by which it may be determined 
whether Mr. Jones or Mr. Brown should be admitted into the 
charmed circle of His Majesty’s Servants, there is nothing to 
stop the halt and the lame from suffering bitter disappointment in 
an art which, unlike painting or music, leaves neither visible nor 
oral record of their iniquities. Mr. Jones and Mr. Brown may 
ask why I myself went on the stage at the age of fifteen and had 
the impertinence to think I could act. To this very legitimate 
inquiry I have no answer, except to say that I humbly apologize 
for having dared to do so, and that it is true that on November 11, 
1887, I started my work-life as a callboy. I have had the most 
wonderful time and after sixty years of happy “ups and downs,” I 
find that I have no longer a desire to hear a brother callboy 
shouting “Overture and Beginners” — as, oddly enough, I know 
most of the overtures and cannot by any stretch of the imagination 
be called a beginner. 

It has been a long, long Journey, full of exciting memories — one 
of the two most vivid being that of a rather exuberant young 
gendeman at the old Gaiety Theatre singing “Her golden hair 
was hanging down her back,” and the other is the picture of a 
bewitchingly beautiful person binding great audiences to her with 
“A Little Bit of String.” 
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Born in 1883 in Yorkshire, Studied at the Royal College 
of Music fiom 1900-04, Was Director of Music at the 
Royal Naval College, Osborne, and at Marlborough before 
the First World War and at Wellington and Winchester 
after the war. Has been Director of the Royal College 
of Music since 1937, and is the composer of several major 
works, of which *^The Canterbury Pilgrims'" is perhaps 
the best known. 


T he musical faculty is one of those gifts which nature 
bestows on us to a degree far beyond what we need for 
the ordinary circumstances of hfe. It is important that we 
should be able to hear the sounds which help us to interpret the 
outside world and to move more safely in it, and we have also 
learnt to make and use sounds as a means of communicating with 
one another. But it is not necessary to have what we call a musical 
car in order to live comfortably, nor arc the sounds we use in 
speech especially musical. Why, then, should so many of us show 
such extraordinary sensitiveness to tones and intervals which serve 
no practical purpose and have no intcUigible meaning? 

A dog hears sounds that we miss. A bird produces notes far 
more musical than our speech. Yet the dog has not developed a 
language, nor do birds produce more than a few reiterated phrases. 
It is man alone that both speaks and sings, and develops both 
these faculties far in excess of their immediate usefulness. Man 
alone is what we call an artist ; a being, that is, who builds on 
a foundation of sensitiveness a whole world of special idioms and 
values. And within tliis framework, which he himself makes, he 
creates ever more fruits of his fantasy and imagination. His final 
product is a mature art, astonishing equally in its extent, its com- 
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plexity, and its power to move us. All the arts create these new 
orders of value, which our own human faculties add to the world 
of nature. They develop special associations and conventions, 
and the musician s sphere is but one of these structures of the 
imagination, through which we learn to express our own and 
interpret the thoughts and feelings of others. 

The musical gift is innate. It can be cultivated and trained, but 
we vary enormously in our initial sensitiveness. When I was 
four years old, musical notes were to me already quite fixed and 
exact. I could find on our piano a note heard outside, without 
searching for it. I was only a very childish beginner, but I could 
think notes exactly, and play what I thought. I cannot remember 
the time when I could not read music, but I believe I could think 
it before I could read it, and my thinking was instinctive and 
effortless. I had what is called absolute pitch, and to this day I 
cannot imagine how complicated music can be grasped without 
it. There are many gifted musicians, including distinguished com- 
posers, whose sense of pitch is only relative, but their methods 
of thought puzzle me. My mental note A is A and nothing dse, 
my C major is C major, whether heard or imagined. 

Yet there are children with absolute pitch whose musical sense 
does not develop, just as there are individuals highly sensitive to 
shape and colour who do not become artists. Some women can 
go into a shop and match from memory a delicate shade of silk or 
wool. Some men can tell us the year of a vintage wine by tasting 
it. Tea-tasters have a similar faculty. All these are examples of 
the kind of exceptional intuition on which the arts are built. 
Some artists draw from memory. Some need a model. But all 
must have that instinctive discrimination without which advanced 
training is impossible. 

Equal in importance to the initial gift is the environment in 
which it occurs. When I was a boy there were no gramophones, 
no wireless music. I lived in an industrial town in Yorkshire, 
where music was represented by the cottage piano, the church or 
chapel organ and choir, the occasional group of amateur orchestral 
players, and the popular brass band. Very few were the visits of 
a professional orchestra or a famous soloist. We made our day- 
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to-day music ourselves. As a promising child I was given lessons, 
but my musical education could not go beyond my immediate 
surroundings. I knew the Beethoven sonatas, the Bach organ 
works, some standard anthems, a few oratorios, and various 
“arrangements” of overtures and symphonies. I had a boy friend 
who played the violin. We occasionally played the whole eleven 
Beethoven violin sonatas, lasting about five hours, at one sitting. 
We devoured everything we could get hold of. I sang in a choir and 
played in a chapel. There were no other ways of obtaining musical 
experience. We had to make our own. 

I came to London at seventeen, and my four years as a student 
there were exciting beyond description, both musically and 
mentally. Then for the first time I Hved amid the wealth of 
orchestral music, of drama and opera. To a provincial student 
these were all major events, stimulating to a degree hardly possible 
now. Young people today have Hstened, if they wished, to broad- 
cast performances of a thousand great works. The concert hall 
may give them an added thrill, but it is not the complete revelation 
it was to us. Our experience was much more restricted, but it was 
extraordinarily vivid and exact. I could recall and rewrite, note 
for note, scores of substantial works I played as a boy. Present 
students have covered vastly more ground than we could, but I 
doubt whether they know their music as intimately as did those 
of us who had to do our own exploring. 

The main patterns of a musical mind are indelibly affected by its 
earliest impressions. What we learn in youth becomes our intuitive 
standard of value. I cannot accept equally all styles and all innova- 
tions. I was taught in London by eminent men who were both 
masters of their art and sympathetic to their pupils, but I learnt 
still more from my fellow students. I beUeve that to be true of 
all education. It is far better to be thrown among students of 
one’s own age, and of similar gifts, than to be the isolated pupil 
of even the best possible teacher. It is the clash and competition 
of minds of the same age and outlook which is the most stimulating 
form of education. 

After London I Hved for four years abroad. I had a travelling 
scholarship, very modest in amount, which compelled me to Hve 
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as the native students lived. I picked up two or three languages, 
heard and saw all that a student could, and stayed long enough 
to become at home in European surroundings. It is a moot point 
whether absence for so long is good for a young musician. Music 
is a universal language, but it is not necessarily a cosmopoHtan 
language. Many elements in it are common to all European 
countries, but there is also a strong national flavour in all music 
of permanent rank. Every composer of distinction is in a very 
real sense the child of a particular tradition and environment. 
We think of Beethoven as belonging to us all, and so in great 
measure he does, but he is in essence as definitely German as 
Purcell is English and Verdi Italian. CosmopoHtan music has no 
flavour, and fades as fashion changes. Only a native speech can 
feed a great Hterature. There is no polyglot art that can long 
survive. 

I saw the native enthusiasm of Italy and its extreme vagaries of 
taste. I saw the end of the century and a half during which German 
music was supreme, and I met its last representative, Richard 
Strauss. Prussianism was then already hardening the fibres of Hfe 
and art. I enjoyed the wonderful expansion of Russian creative 
genius, and was fascinated by the sensitiveness of France. But it 
was not until I returned to England that I fully reaUzed how 
superior was the music of London in at least two respects. In the 
first place there was and is in London far more music, and of far 
greater variety, than in any other single capital of Europe. And 
secondly, there was and is a school of composers of greater range 
and vigour, and more genuinely creative, than that of any other 
western nation. I would go further, and say that spontaneous 
inspiration has now greatly diminished in Europe, because it is 
impossible to create freely without freedom of thought and inter- 
course. Looking eastward is now looking backward. The present 
is in England, the future here and in America. Art is an intensely 
individual pursuit. PoUticians can stage a spectacle, but only the 
men of second rank will take part in it. Genius cannot be produced 
by propaganda. 

It is now nearly forty years since I returned from my student 
wanderings. During most of that time I have been concerned with 
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musical education. A gap of six years, from 1914 to 1920, in the 
Army and Air Force, seemed at the time to be the end of my 
music, but I survived uninjured and resumed my profession with 
a new and permanent zest. I do not regret my share in those war 
years, because I believe that the arts and those who serve them 
must not stand aloof from the dangers and upheavals of our 
corporate hfe. I would not exempt any class of men from the 
social duties demanded of their fellows. 

There are two reasons for this. It is an insufferable presumption 
to pretend that any profession has an absolute value above all other 
services to the community. Genuine service must be prepared, in 
the last resort, to sacrifice even itself Half the troubles of the 
world are due to the apathy of men in face of social problems diey 
avoid or ignore. The artist is particularly liable to this temptation. 
His specialized talent and outlook may turn him into a parasite on 
the civilization of his time. He may try to save his art at the 
expense of his humanity, and risk the loss of both. And the converse 
of this is also true. An art which is not an integral part of the hfe 
of a community becomes a barren and exotic pursuit. The artists 
of the Renaissance, like the Ehzabethan poets, were ready if need 
be to become soldiers in any compelling crusade. The background 
of all great literature is social faith, which infers or involves effective 
social action. The art of the ivory tower immolates both itself 
and its worshippers. 

I have no beUef whatever in democratic art in the creative 
sense. Art is produced by individuals, or by the direction of 
individuals. The world as a whole cannot be more than a sympa- 
thetic spectator. But it follows from this that the arts must never 
despise their pubhc, because there is a two-way traffic in which 
the spectator or listener is just as essential as the architect or musician. 
The actual work of an artist must be created in isolation, but his 
ears and eyes must be open to the sounds and sights of his environ- 
ment. He must crystallize the impressions and emotions of real 
passions and real events. 

In the interest and variety of my own personal experience I 
have been very fortunate. I have been able to play, conduct, 
lecture and compose, and I have had close relations with pupils, 
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institutions and the general public. I have written books and 
music, but I have also had church services, chamber music, choral 
societies and orchestras to handle, and a good deal of administrative 
work as well. My field may have been even too wide, and I 
might have done more concentrated work of smaller range, but if 
the arts are to be a normal and natural part of our social hfe, then 
musicians must be ready to accept these obligations, even if they 
involve some restriction of the more purely personal use of a 
talent. 

As so often happens, my main sphere of work came to me by 
accident. Returned from my travels, I had a few very lean months, 
and then two possible posts came together. Both were modest, 
but one was in London, where every ambitious young man wants 
to be, and one was far from London and very uncertain in its 
prospect. It was Sir Hubert Parry, then Director of the Royal 
College, who persuaded me to take the latter. He told me to go 
where there was no music and make some, rather than join the 
crowd of competitors in London. I took his advice and began 
my career as a school music-master. It was a new appointment 
with no guarantee, present or future. I had to create the post. 
By a combination of work and good fortune I enUsted the good 
will even of those who were not very sympathetic to my subject, 
and the generous help of those who were. In three years my own 
position and the musical repute of the school were assured. And 
I have since passed from one appointment to another, until I am 
now occupying that very chair from which Sir Hubert launched 
me on my voyage. 

Except for the war years, all my main activities have been 
connected with what are somewhat illogically called “public*' 
schools, Osborne, Marlborough, Rugby, Wellington and Win- 
chester, in that order. All such schools have much in common, 
but they also have marked differences, and the first thing one has 
to learn in that world is never to apply a uniform pattern. Each 
school has its own tradition, and therein Ues its strength. There is 
no subject in which outsiders flovinder more hopelessly than in 
discussing such schools. In one sense they are narrow and exclusive. 
They look critically both at strangers and at one another. Yet in 
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another sense they are miniature universities. They hold every 
type of character and every degree of talent. And owing to the 
fact that the boys live day and night in the unrelenting company 
of each other, there is a concentration of influence which, for good 
or evil, is extraordinarily powerful. They pool their habits, their 
knowledge, their tastes, and their social experience. 

Their corporate knowledge is encyclopaedic. To give an 
example in my own subject, there is no music of fair repute, 
classical or modern, which is not known to some of the boys in 
any mature school audience. There is no standard book which 
some boy has not read, nor any important facet of any subject, 
literary, historical, scientific or aesthetic, which no boy has touched. 
I learnt to take more pains to get my facts scrupulously correct, 
when talking to my boys about music, than when I was talking 
to a more professedly musical audience. When I was working at 
Winchester College I also taught one day a week at the Royal 
College of Music. My London pupils had exceptional talent, but 
often a very defective background of knowledge. My Winchester 
boys were only amateur musicians, but they had a remarkably 
wide discrimination. Enlightened homes, broadcasting, gramo- 
phones, reading, and the general pooling of experience in hourly 
contacts, can give the boys of a boarding school an astonishing 
equipment of accurate and informed taste. 

The same holds good in other spheres of thought. A school 
may appear to be encrusted with age and tradition. But inside it 
there may be a range and freedom of outlook not easy to find 
elsewhere. A clever boy’s mind is open, is hungry for facts and 
arguments, and in the company of his fellows there are no barriers. 
He either explores himself or is subjected to the explorations of 
others. This is the essential educational value of a boarding school. 
There are from time to time tragic misfits, but so there are in 
any system. The Shelleys of the world are no more amenable out 
of school than in it, and even for them there arc worse fates than 
a prefect’s discipline. 

All schools should be miniature universities, where every subject 
^ child’s age and talent can be pursued without 
hmit. Boarding schools offer the added experience of living in 
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groups and learning to organize and regulate corporate needs and 
activities. This is their distinctive contribution to education. The 
world will always need men who instinctively recognize and 
accept social obHgations, who will try to bring order into daily 
life by understanding and reconciling the infinite varieties of 
human interest and temperament. A boarding school is the best 
institution yet devised for practising these social duties, on a small 
scale and at an early age. Our pubHc schools, whatever faults they 
may have, are nurseries of that sense of responsibiUty which is ready 
both to exert authority and to accept it, to the end that community 
life may be reasonably ordered. 

One story in my own experience will illustrate this attitude 
which, in a good school, by generations of trial and tradition, 
becomes second nature. During the war of 1914 to 1918, so many 
masters were away in the Forces that the provision of substitute 
teachers was an insoluble problem. Some of these substitutes 
were quite unfitted to handle boys in the mass, and discipline had 
to be maintained, if at all, by the senior boys themselves. In 
one such school the prefects met and posted in their respective 
houses the following notice : “Boys are reminded that diough 
permanent masters are fair game, there must be no ragging of 
substitutes.*’ 

The phrase “fair game” is an epitome of schoolboy ethics, both 
with respect to behaviour and property. Some things are “not 
done.” The dividing lines may seem to an outsider somewhat 
arbitrary or illogical, but they are genuine and spontaneous regu- 
lations which do in the main enforce tolerable conduct and rough 
justice. And this natural growth of a social conscience and discipline 
can be harnessed to all kinds of corporate activity, material, 
intellectual, sesthetic, or purely recreational. The ablest boys 
learn instinctively to organize themselves and their fellows, and 
they apply these methods when they have to assume responsibilities 
in after life. They develop a code of behaviour which, however 
arbitrary or imperfect, is at least a foundation for social order and 
good faith. They may appear to be cushioned and protected as a 
class, but they also learn to take hard knocks without losing their 
sense of proportion. I am not myself a pubHc-school product, but 
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many years of work in that environment have convinced me that 
it is one of the most effective trainings for the give and take of 
social hfe that wc have yet devised. 

The immediate problem of the universities, and of specialist 
colleges like my own, is how to provide for the masses of would-be 
graduates, without neglecting the pursuit of the sciences and arts 
for their own sake. We are faced with an overwhelming number 
of candidates, most of whom claim and deserve financial help to 
an extent which makes them belong to the scholarship class of 
students ; but many of them look no further than the degree or 
diploma which will qualify them for a profession. They arc not 
scholars in the old sense of the word. 

The days are gone when comparatively idle young men went 
to a university to amuse themselves and scrape through a pass 
degree, and nobody wants those days to return. But the system 
also included the more select few whose talents were outstanding, 
and to whom learning and research were a vocation. We must 
not allow the new entrants of average capacity, keen and industrious 
though they are, to divert our universities from their primary 
pursuit of knowledge as such. If more and more of our young 
people are to continue their education to the standard of a university 
degree, it is inevitable that this university stage must prepare them 
for many professions, for industry and commerce, and for tech- 
nical employment in which book-learning plays a comparatively 
small part. They camiot all go into those few public services 
where languages and htcraturc, law, history and philosophy are 
an appropriate background. Nor can many of them become 
research scientists or creative artists. Ideally wc need universities 
of two kinds, one for the rank and file of students whose university 
studies arc a prelude to the technical and practical professions, the 
other for those to whom study and research are to be the main 
purpose of their lives. My own institution, the Royal College of 
Music, illustrates both these tendencies. 

In my college wc do at least know that our students wish to be 
musicians, and they arc selected for this particular talent. We are 
not concerned with the large numbers of students, found in all 
universities, who do not know what kind of employment awaits 
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them and who, therefore, have to qualify vaguely for whatever 
may turn up. We are spared this uncertainty of aim. But even 
so, our problem is not simple, because music and the profession 
of music can mean so many things. Are our students going to 
create music, or interpret it, or teach it? Those are the broad 
divisions of the art, and each of these divisions is highly specialized. 
In the general structure of our national education, music is now 
accepted as one of the desirable arts, and there is therefore a pressing 
demand for those who can teach it. Were we to concentrate on 
meeting this demand, our college could become in the main a 
training ground for teachers, and the creative side of our work 
would inevitably suffer. What policy are we to pursue? 

Music begins with the composer. Without him there is no 
music at all. It is true that the composers of the past have left us 
a legacy of so much music that we can employ large numbers of 
musicians to interpret and teach it, just as we can use large numbers 
of scientists to teach science. But science is discovery, not teaching, 
and music is fundamentally creation, not interpretation. And if a 
college of music does not aim first at creating music, where else is 
that basic purpose to be fulfilled? Composers are few, and of 
tliose few only one here and one there may write a masterpiece. 
Research scientists arc also few, and only occasionally may they 
make a revolutionary discovery. But without them there would 
be no exact knowledge of any kind, and we provide them with 
leisure and laboratories so that pure knowledge may grow. In the 
same way the environment of a musical institution must provide 
the setting and stimulus for musical composition. 

Composition is not confined to works of large scale. There can 
be genuine and creative artistry in a modest school song. We use 
an enormous amount of music. We ought always to create a 
substantial portion of it. All the classics were contemporary in 
their day. They were not written for posterity. Time has winnowed 
the field, and preserved the best, but there would have been no 
best to preserve had not the habit of creation been spontaneous 
and widespread. There are today many fields in which new music 
is used for what appear to be occasional and ephemeral purposes, 
but this was always true. It is out of this fertile background that 
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the greater works will emerge, if they are to emerge at all. And 
a musical institution should put this creative purpose in the fore- 
front of its educational designs. 

After composition comes interpretation, and the selection and 
training of that executive skill which makes adequate interpretation 
possible. Music is dead until someone performs it, and the quality 
of performance must be equal to the quality of composition, which 
means that the mind of the performer must grasp even the highest 
thoughts of both past and present creation, and his technical 
command must be adequate to their statement. We must, there- 
fore, think of the arts of playing and singing as vocations having 
standards without limit. It is the function of professors and teachers 
to find and encourage this superlative talent. They cannot make 
it, but they can provide the soil in which it may grow, and they 
can preserve the atmosphere of unlimited endeavour which is its 
proper aim and purpose. 

Only when these two needs have been satisfied, the creative and 
the interpretative, and both at the highest possible level, can we 
turn to the more pedagogic features of artistic education, the 
provision of those teaching services which are to minister to the 
average talent or sensitiveness of amateur performers and Hsteners, 
young or old. A great many of our music students will eventually 
find their life’s work in this sphere, and no work is better worth 
doing, but even they should be educated in an environment which 
stresses to the full the supreme importance of creative and executive 
gifts. One of the reasons why students so often think of teaching 
as a distasteful prospect, is because so much so-called teaching of 
the arts is concerned with lecturing and class discipline, rather than 
with the provision of Hving artistic performances by teachers and 
students alike. Music is pecuHarly liable to mechanical reproduction, 
textbook analysis, and historical gossip, and it can therefore be 
made into a class subject containing very httle incentive to active 
and personal experience and participation. If the conditions under 
which music is taught in schools were such as to employ the 
executive gifts of the teacher more fully, it would be easier to 
recruit talented students for that branch of the profession. 

The contemporary world of music is expanding and changing 
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in many ways. The technical competence of performers improves 
from year to year, so that the gap between the professional and 
the amateur widens constantly. This is in some part due to broad- 
casting, which has provided searching standards both for the per- * 
former and the listener. Listeners become more and more familiar 
with the classics and therefore ask for more and more commanding 
performances of them. This is not all gain, because it forces the 
singer or player to make a reputation, not by the extent and enter- 
prise of his repertoire, but by some new interpretation or meticulous 
polish of well-known items. As the wireless pubhc grows its level 
of taste becomes less adventurous, and programmes tend to be 
confined to music which has a wide appeal. 

In the concert hall the Hmelight has moved appreciably from 
the singer to the player, and from the player to the conductor. 
The ascendancy of the prima donna has gone. Her place was first 
usurped by the player of international repute. But even he is 
now overshadowed by the orchestral conductor. The spectacle of 
a man handling large masses of singers and players impresses our 
new audiences profoundly. He focuses their attention and is credited 
not only with his own skill but with the combined accomplishments 
of the musicians he directs. He in liis turn is to a great extent 
influenced by the pubhc he serves. He, too, finds that a spectacular 
rendering of a famiHar work brings more applause than the most 
devoted interpretation of a novelty. He must provide entertain- 
ment as well as artistry. Symphonies with quiet endings and 
restrained gestures are not popular. 

One other new feature of our time deserves special attention. 
Music now plays so large a part both in education and recreation 
that the organizing of all this effort is becoming a profession in 
itself. Educational authorities are appointing musical officers to 
supervise the teaching of music in state-aided schools, and these 
appointments often include the official encouragement of amateur 
youth and adult music as well. It is administrative work which 
only a musician can adequately perform, but it demands the 
sacrifice of the musician’s own personal and executive gifts in favour 
of the day-to-day devising of administrative machinery. At the 
more public level the Broadcasting Corporation and the Arts 
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Council of the Ministry of Education employ what is in fact a 
musical civil service, whose duty it is to plan and administer 
musical enterprises and programmes of the most varied and com- 
prehensive character. This service needs wide musical knowledge 
and judgment, but it offers no prospect of personal musical distinc- 
tion, and the more gifted musicians hesitate to join it. 

We shall have to develop a new class of men who, though 
capable of a distinguished practical career, are prepared to forgo 
this for the public service. The same need exists in other spheres. 
My namesake. Sir Frank Dyson, the late Astronomer-Royal, once 
told me that in his position it was virtually impossible to be a 
practical astronomer, yet no man who was not an astronomer 
could do his administrative work. My own position is somewhat 
similar, and there will be more and more of these administrative 
posts as the pubhc use and practice of music widens. It is part of 
the price we must pay for official recognition and pubhc financial 
help. 

The days of private patronage are gone. So are the days when 
the arts could be managed by amateurs giving their spare time to 
the task. The whole sphere of artistic endeavour is now a vast 
democratic field which has to be cultivated by an expert system 
of public administration and assistance. Two things are necessary 
for success. We must persuade a sufficient number of talented 
musicians to accept and perform these administrative tasks with 
the sympathy and erdightenment which only a high cultivation and 
practical experience can bring, and we must also contrive to find, 
within this strenuous and busy field of pubhc endeavour, a few 
quiet and secluded comers where the most gifted artists of ah may 
have means and leisure to study, create, and beautify their own 
original work, in peace. 
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Bom in Australia in 1872. Joined the Salvation Army in 
1892 and was trained at the Melbourne Training College. 
From 1911 to 1927 was on the staff of the International 
Headquarters in London, and later was in control of the 
Salvation Army in South America and Canada. General 
of the Salvdtion Army from 1939 to 1946. 


M y father, an Australian working man, whilst 
registered as Anglican, did not follow any religion, 
though a man of high principle and generous impulse. 
My mother, nominally Methodist, was not actively associated 
with her church ; still, she sent her children to Sunday school. 
Both parents were later brought into vital Christian experience in 
the Salvation Army. 

It was the desire of my parents that I should follow the teaching 
profession. My preference, however, was for an industrial calling, 
and I was apprenticed to the printing trade, on a country newspaper 
in New South Wales. Apart from my trade, and a Uvely interest 
in pohtics, I learned little the other youths did not learn. 

Religion, with the passing of the years, less and less interested 
me. Increasing in godlessness, I became involved in a way of 
hfe that could have led to complete moral undoing. At nineteen 
years of age, however, I was induced by a friend to accompany 
liim to a mission service in the Methodist chapel. Strangely, and 
without premeditation, that night I was converted. This meant 
for me facing my life in the light of eternity. Forsaking evil, I 
submitted myself to God, and what I felt to be His way of life. 
The change was, in my circumstances, as radical as that of Saul’s 
Damascus Road experience; a complete right about face! 
Everything I have learned subsequently has in large measure 
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been related to that vital spiritual change. With it I received a 
new spirit, enabling me to perceive truth ; a new direction in life 
which has taken me into experiences unknown and unknowable 
to the godless ; a new standard of values, by which to judge not 
only myself but, as with a yard-stick, to measure men and affairs ; 
also to evaluate thought, motive and plan. Never do I cease to 
wonder at the fact of my conversion. Before, I was probably no 
better or worse than my associates; immediately following, I 
found myself entirely different, in intention and behaviour. 

The inward change of which I was conscious was not the result 
of much knowledge, but has resulted in much knowledge. Up to 
that time I knew litde of God ; and practically nothing of the 
Bible. In a hazy way I believed that there was a God, or some 
originating Power at the centre of the Universe — a kind of final 
arbiter ; still, remote from day-to-day happenings. By an act of 
faith and surrender I made contact with that little-apprehended 
Being. This act carried me over my first important lesson. Faith 
in the fact of God was confirmed by experience of His power 
coming into my life. Exercising what faith I had, I received a sense 
of assurance and a gradually growing experience of the Divine life. 

I began to read the Bible, and then to take it as my textbook for 
life. Through prayer I learned of God by direct personal experi- 
ence, and through the Bible I was taught increasingly about Him 
about myself, and about Ufe. The Bible has gradually become 
more and more satisfying to my spirit and indispensable as a guide 
to conduct. I cannot overestimate the influence the study of the 
Bible has had in the fashioning of my life. For more than fifty 
years it has been bringing to bear upon my thought the compelhng 
influence of absolute standards. Daily I have been testing it as a 
textbook in the laboratory of life ; relating its message to the hard 
facts of day-to-day experience ; conducting experiments with its 
teachings, its promises, its warnings. In the same way I have been 
examining the fact of God, of Christ, until now well past the 
normally allotted span of life, to me, my Maker and my Saviour 
are as real as my own existence, also increasingly a source of 
certainty and peace. 

With these fundamental factors entering every thought and 
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purpose and judgment, I have learned many valuable lessons as I 
have been privileged to observe life amongst peoples of many 
lands. 

For the purpose of this paper I will set forth under the following 
headings some of the most important lessons that life has taught 
me : About God ; about Myself ; Sin ; Prayer ; Providences ; 
Life’s major problem and its solution. 

About God, In my youth I vaguely thought of God as a Judge — 
a Being to inspire fear and dread. What I mainly recall of reUgious 
teaching was largely concerned with rewards for the good and 
punishments for the bad. There was Httle emphasis upon the 
desirability of worship, or the wonder of the Creator’s beneficent 
purposes towards His creatures ; Uttlc about God seeking to make 
Himself known to men or of His purpose to make a people like 
in spirit unto Himself. 

My observation leads me to feel there is of recent years less 
blatant atheism amongst men. Yet there appears to be in most 
western lands a larger proportion of those who, without denying 
the existence of God, imagine Him to be unknowable ; outside 
the range of human understanding. This tendency, I have come to 
feel, confronts the Church with a serious challenge and a great 
opportunity. 

Nothing, in my understanding, is comparable with the privilege 
of personal experience of God, the pursuit of which has become to 
me the primary quest of Ufe. No plans, either material or spiritual; 
no purpose in any way related to me or mine, are seriously enter- 
tained without first considering their appropriateness to His 
Kingdom. Indeed, I cannot contemplate my Hfe today apart from 
its subordination to a Divine purpose. 

Just forty-eight years ago, I was moved to enter into a life 
covenant which, in a word, was. Never to leave my room in the 
morning without “waiting” for the realization of the presence of 
God, there with me and possessing me. This daily “practising the 
presence” of God has, amongst the multitudinous claims of a busy 
life, been of the utmost value to me. The practice has led to the 
recognition of the Divine presence at any hour of the twenty-four. 

But my knowledge of God is not confined to personal experience. 
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What I have witnessed of Divine power in other hves — sometimes 
in the sudden and complete transformation of vicious men and 
women — further attests the truth. 

Of many scores of examples, personally known to me, I might 
cite that of an American friend who passed away a few days ago. 
One-time editor of a famous New York daily newspaper, he, 
through drink and other evils, became a loathsome outcast — 
declared by a high medical authority to be an incurable alcohol 
addict. Converted in the Salvation Army he gradually regained 
his place in society ; became widely known as an evangelist and 
was used in the reclamation of hundreds of victims of vice such 
as he himself had been. 

I discern also convincing evidence of God*s dealings with tribes 
and individuals back into the distant annals of the race. Further, 
I see the wonder of His hand powerfully influencing national Hfe. 
For instance, in great movements that have contributed to human 
well-being in many lands. One example will suffice — that of 
Wesley of the eighteenth century. The mighty spiritual awakening 
associated with bis work influenced not only the Old World, but 
considerable bodies of people in the New also. The movements 
were not confined to normal evangehsm merely ; they inspired 
ideals that led to important developments in social reform. Im- 
pressive examples in Britain are the industrial reforms resulting 
from the work of Lord Shaftesbury, who drew his inspiration 
from the Evangelical Revival ; also the changed prison conditions 
brought about by the concern and practical labours of Elizabeth 
Fry. Then there were world-wide missionary enterprises and the 
great British and Foreign Bible Society alike inspired in a large 
measure by the same Evangelical Movement. They had a share, 
too, in the emancipation of millions of human beings held in 
slavery. In these and similar ministries I see the power of God at 
work on the human level. 

When I made my great life decision I had little or no real under- 
standing of Christ the Son of God. But as I have moved forward 
with increased knowledge, the fact of Christ and the power of 
His redemption, have become to me an increasing and grateful 
wonder, binding me more consciously in love and devotion to 
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God and His will. I stand amazed in contemplation of the extra- 
ordinary implications of that truth : “God was in Christ recon- 
ciling the world unto Himself.’* 

About Myself, One immediate result of conversion and the 
growing experience of God, was a new conception of Myself in 
relation to life as a whole. 

Multitudes, I have discovered, never reach any real understanding 
of themselves, of the high meaning of life, its possibiUties, and of 
its significance to God and their fellows. Consequently, there is 
no sense of wonder within their breasts, nor are they incited to 
noble purpose in the use of life. I can understand their condition. 
There is a downward pull that needs correction, and a blindness 
that must be enlightened, before they can be gripped by the 
grandeur and the responsibiUty of life. As for myself before 
conversion, I became conscious of evil forces in my nature that 
were, at times, bewildering. They discouraged hope for a better 
way. The struggle toward the right seemed unequal. Almost 
unconsciously I gave it up, and for a time lived in some respects, 
like many are doing today, with Htde aspiration higher than that 
of a superior animal. Increasingly I became conscious of the 
powerlessness of myself to master these forces. 

Conversion opened to me a totally new outlook. Soon after 
this took place tliere began to dawn the reahzation that even my 
small being had a significance beyond anything I had before 
imagined. I came to understand that my hfe meant something to 
God. What Jesus said (Matthew’s Gospel) about God and the 
falling sparrow quickened in me a sense of the wonder of human 
personahty. Whether any life succeeds or fails is of concern to 
Him. With growing reahzation of God’s interest in me, it seemed 
wholly unfitting that so precious a gift as hfe should be devoted 
to anything but the highest. 

Let it not be thought that such a conception of oneself disposes 
toward pride and self-sufficiency. Quite otherwise! The more I 
have progressed in knowledge of life and in an understanding of 
the Divine Will, the more clearly have I perceived the inadequacy 
of mere human powers, for the ordering of the exalted trust ; 
the more I have reahzed the necessity for conscious dependence 
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Upon God — the simple dependence of child upon father. 

Sin. A by-product, so to speak, of knowing myself is knowledge 
of the subtle workings of a principle of evil affecting the whole 
human family. In a word it is the sin of the human heartl Man’s 
hfe is a battlefield for the contending forces of good and evil. 

The average man adopts a strange attitude toward the truth 
concerning sin. Whilst few will trouble to object to being classed 
generally as “sinners,” as for example in the Confession in the 
Church Prayer Book, they react quite differently should some 
personal guilt be suggested. Man’s pride is hurt to acknowledge 
sin. This is due, probably, to the disposition that associates sin 
exclusively with vulgar or vicious practices. Life has taught me 
that sin is sometliing far less manifest outwardly than murder or 
profligacy and the hke: a wrong attitude toward God, neglect 
or rebellion, selfishness, or acting independently of God. All 
are grieving to Him since in them is the root of all wrong. The 
words of Jesus (recorded by Mark in the seventh chapter of his 
Gospel) can leave no manner of doubt as to what our Lord thought 
sin to be. Jesus saw murder in anger and adultery in evil thought. 

A study of mankind, coupled with my own experience, and 
what I have discerned of sin in individuals, is sufficient to con- 
vince me or the presence and virulence of a malady afflicting the 
whole race. Sin is fundamental to every individual and collective 
problem in life ; its solution is to be found only in Christ, the 
Divine Redeemer. 

Prayer. Life has taught me the necessity as well as the high 
privilege of prayer and of fellowship with God. It would be 
impossible for me adequately to tell of the enrichment of spirit 
that has come to me through this sacred relationship. Prayer 
has become to me almost as natural an excercise as breathing. 

True prayer is more than asking ; it is submission — it is union 
with the will and purposes of God. Prayer in this spirit gives 
poise and confidence to the life, and not least in moments of 
crisis. It is natural that this should be so, since prayer integrates 
the human spirit with the spirit of the Eternal. Is not this the 
whole philosophy of prayer? Such prayer, I have found, is costly 
— requiring time, also the surrender of the whole being to God. 
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There are many — quite decent folks in their way — who seem to 
regard prayer as an exercise to be called into play when in a tight 
comer. It was not uncommon to hear during the dark days of 
war some such expression as: “Well, iVe done my bit!'’ The 
“bit” often meant the speaker had attended one of the many 
special assemblies for prayer. This idea is largely on all fours with 
the practice of wearing charms. 

All sorts of questions were raised in my mind when I began to 
take seriously the thought and practice of prayer. Amongst these 
was how prayer operates, or how the desire and expression of the 
human heart moves the heart of the Eternal. Frankly I do not 
profess to know! But I know it does! 

Common sense no more requires me, before praying, to under- 
stand the processes of prayer than that, before taking food, I 
must have knowledge of the science that traces the transmuting 
of food into bone, and blood and muscle. Then in answer to the 
objection that fixed laws in Nature rule out the vahdity of prayer, 
someone has pointed out wisely that prayer is exercised in a realm 
totally different from that of natural law. No one questions the 
truth of fixed laws operating in Nature, though physical conditions 
are often affected by the impact of spirituaJ forces in answer to 
prayer. The laws of Nature do not govern in the realm of the 
spirit. In this realm it is a question of relationship as of the child to 
the father. 

An ungainsayable answer concerning the vaUdity of prayer is 
the answered prayer itself Of this truth over long years as a 
Christian leader, responsible for vast and varied services, I have 
had many and wholly satisfying evidences. In addition I have 
personal knowledge of other large missionary and social welfare 
undertakings at home and abroad, whose maintenance has been 
forthcoming in response to the prayers of devoted servants of 
God in many climes. Even apart from the invaluable services 
they render to multitudes of people, it appears to me the importance 
of these institutions as present-day witnesses to the practicality of 
faith and prayer is beyond our power to assess. 

During the recent war extraordinary accounts of answers tc 
prayer were related from time to time by hard-headed men of 
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the world, to some of whom prior to such experiences the very 
idea of prayer was unreal and unpractical. Outstanding amongst 
these, perhaps, I need mention only Captain Eddie Rickenbacker, 
a notable American air ace, and Lieutenant Whittaker of the U.S. 
Army. Their frank testimony to answered prayers (after drifting 
weeks in a rubber dinghy in the Pacific) was pubUshed very widely 
in the newspaper press of the world. Later it was given in person 
to tens of thousands of American workers. 

I have observed a good deal of confusion in the minds of many 
people of undoubted piety in respect of prayer. This is well illus- 
trated in prayer for the sick. In notliing than in such circumstances 
is it more important to bear in mind the injunction : “Seek first 
the Kingdom of God.” There is ever the danger of being moved 
primarily by feelings of family affection rather than by desire for 
Christ and His Kingdom. Some even of eminence in Christian 
service I have known to be sorely tried in faith when the expected 
answer has not been received. Maybe there was some failure 
in the spirit of their approach. An essential in all prayer is that 
the request is made in conscious submission to the interest of 
the Kingdom of God. The fine distinction between desires 
prompted by affection for one’s own and love for Christ, is 
not always perceived. In prayer it is vital that it should be so. 

A personal experience will perhaps illustrate what I have in mind. 
A daughter of ours of seventeen years, a girl of liigh promise and 
possessing rare charm of personaUty, was stricken with typhoid. 
Naturally my wife and I had recourse to prayer on her behalf. 
Fondly as we desired her restoration, we found ourselves mysteri- 
ously unable to pray for her recovery. In her infancy we had 
dedicated our child to God and His service. Everything about her 
in the unfolding of her beautiful hfe was an unmixed delight to 
us. And crowning all was when of her own volition she decided 
her life should be spent as a missionary in the East. 

Everything indicated the appropriateness of prayer that her life 
might be spared, but, as we knelt daily before God in loving 
reverence, all that we could utter was an echo of the leper’s plea 
to our Lord : “Thou canst, if Thou wilt.” We were confident 
that His touch could raise up our child should He in His wisdom 
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see that would be best for her, and for His Kingdom. For six 
weeks, with alternating hopes and fears, we watched and laboured, 
but that precious earthly life flickered out. 

For years I had borne in my heart a hidden dread that one or 
other of our little family might be taken from us. Such a prospect 
seemed beyond power to endure. And here was that very thing 
upon us! Waking early in the morning following our daughter’s 
death, I remarked to my wife upon “a strange sense of calm” 
that was with me. “And with me, too!” was her reply, adding: 
“This must be the ‘peace of God.* ” 

Whilst for years we had enjoyed a vital spiritual experience with 
true manifestation of the presence and power of God in our work, 
never till that sacred hour did we realize so clearly the significance 
of “the peace of God.” 

Gracious, indeed, were the enrichings of heart and mind as we 
bowed before our Heavenly Father in complete submission and 
trust. Humbly we have been enabled in many lands in the inter- 
vening years to minister to stricken hearts, to witness to the all- 
sufficient grace of God, and by His mercy to help in stimulating 
the faith of others. 

As for the apparent loss of service in the passing of our loved 
one — we know of a missionary of considerable influence, labouring 
for Christ in the East, also a Salvation Army officer and others in 
the homeland, who were influenced to dedicate their fives to the 
active service of God through the apparent untimely passing of 
that promising young servant of our Lord. 

The Bible, in St. Paul’s letter to the Church at Rome, invites me 
as a Christian to believe an extraordinary declaration about all 
things working together for good. I am bound to admit that word 
at one time made tremendous demands upon my credulity. How- 
ever, I have seen the principle of which it speaks actually at work 
in the fives of people in my own and other generations. I can well 
understand something of the problem such a word raises in the 
mind of the man of the world — one having no background of 
faith or Christian experience. There arc probably circumstances 
which to him would appear to make the statement litde short of 
nonsense. For example, he sets his heart upon possessing a farm 
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or Other desirable object. A disastrous circumstance sweeps it 
from his grasp. Maybe, the loss of wife or child leaves him entirely 
bereft in the world. How, he asks, is it possible to reconcile such 
a statement with his experience of frustration and loss? In his case 
it is irreconcilable for the reason that the declaration is conditioiul 
to “them that love God.'* In other words, it applies to people 
whose lives are surrendered to God and His way. 

It has been my privilege to observe this truth working effectively 
in the lives of workaday folk, and not least remarkably in my 
own. Let me relate one or two examples. 

A cultured Australian lady of our acquaintance, suffering the 
ravages of a mysterious malady, bore, with great fortitude, a series 
of painful operations. In time these ultimately deprived her of all 
her limbs excepting a leg. Though confined to her bed and 
entirely dependent upon others, for more than thirty years she 
was ever a radiant wimess to the truth of this word of God. Not 
only large numbers privileged with personal contact, but numbers 
more in many lan^ were enriched in spirit and stimulated in 
labour by the story of her triumph in tribulation. 

In this connection, the story of Joseph, recorded in the book 
of Genesis, has had a formative ixifluence upon my thinking. It 
is crystallized in Joseph's noble words on being made known to 
his one-time m^cious brothers — “Ye meant it for evil ; God 
meant it for good." 

Experience of life convinces me that in a life rightly related to 
God's will, there is no experience of trial or suffering that can 
ever be regarded as disastrous. Life has taught me the truth that 
“all things work together for good to them that love God." 

Here I might be permitted in a slight digression, in order to 
touch upon a subject allied to the foregoing. It concerns what I 
have learned from the common aspirations and strivings of men 
for power and status amongst their fellows. 

Naturally, I view such strivings in the light of what the Scriptures 
have to say concerning motive and purpose in all human endeavour. 
With its unfailing sanity the Bible enjoins that men should in all 
things seek first the interests of the Kingdom of God. Man's 
natural disposition is directly otherwise — ^seeking, first, personal 
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interests and advancement. Between these mutually exclusive ways 
of life for men, there arises an inner tension which can be removed 
only by surrender. 

Though often more than ordinarily gifted, many examples of 
the disposition referred to have been sadly lacking in vital personal 
influence. In their callings they have lacked neither in opportunity 
nor in industry and enterprise. But their range of interests has 
been almost wholly concerned with “me” and “mine.” Tt must 
be admitted they succeed often in pulling things off. Notwith- 
standing every seeming success, however, they appear disappointed, 
frustrated men, and never really happy. Their gains are secured 
frequently at pain to others ; worse, almost invariably, at cost of 
those finer heart qualities essential to the enjoyment of the really 
full life. Dominated by the self-motive they become increasingly 
cramped in spirit and restricted in outlook, thus rendering them 
incapable of making any worthwhile contribution to the nobility 
of life or to the well-being of their fellows. And not only so, 
but frequently they become objects of a pity that is akin to scorn. 

On the other hand, I have observed the outworkings in the lives 
of men of wholly different standards in spirit and behaviour. 
Moved by the truth that no man is designed to live unto himself ; 
that man’s first obligation is to God and then to his fellows, they 
have sought consistently and joyously to order their ways according 
to Divine requirements. Often their achievements in the material 
realm have been less successful than others ; sometimes, indeed, 
they have suffered a measure of hardship. Withal, however, they 
have been preserved in true peace and tranquillity. Further, they 
have ever carried with them a quality of spirit that endures, and 
that enriches all of life about them — a true nobility of character. 
Such men are the salt of their surroundings, and are invariably 
called for in times of stress — in moments of great need. 

After years of observation I am convinced of the practical 
day-to-day worth of the Scriptural injunction to “seek first the 
Kingdom of God and His righteousness.” To do so ensures quiet- 
ness of heart and unfailing equipment for the demands of life. 

For many years wide intemational fellowships and contacts have 
enabled me to make a passing study, at least, of problems affecting 
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the peoples of many climes. I discern, among peoples of sharply 
differing ideologies, the similarity of pattern that these problems 
assume. Not less surprising is the fact that so many able minds 
amongst legislators and others appear incapable of relating effects 
to seemingly obvious causes. Consequently, in endeavours to 
rectify what is amiss they appear fated to turn to human devices, 
the futihty of which has again and again been clearly demonstrated. 
Such a disposition is age-old. An example of it is provided in the 
Gospel of Matthew. By pronouncing the forgiveness of his sins 
to a physical wreck, brought to Him for healing, Jesus caused a 
mild sensation amongst the bystanders. Rightly diagnosing the 
case, He well knew the poor fellow’s physical suffering to be the 
result of moral failure ; also that until the root cause of his trouble 
were dealt with, no amount of tinkering with mere physical 
effects would avail anything. 

Among my early recollections is the fervent propagation of the 
then popular philosophies for putting the world right. The period 
which I recall was in the decade or two following the introduction 
of free and compulsory education in English-speaking lands. 
Popular education was hailed as the great emancipator of the 
masses. A glorious era would dawn when John Citizen and his 
wife enjoyed equal rights with all others, in regard to education, 
the ballot box, etc. Ancient evils would quickly disappear when 
Bill Brown and Tom Jones had a hand with law-making. We 
were promised halcyon days of a warless world, of tranquillity and 
uninterrupted progress when communications between the peoples 
of the earth made possible better mutual understanding; and a 
great many other attractive means to ensure human well-being. 

The advantages of education have never been so widely enjoyed 
as now, though there are yet many millions of illiterates in the 
world. Modem research and the marvels of present-day commu- 
nication and transport, in annihilating space, have made neighbours 
of us all. Man has won a freedom for himself, and a growing 
mastery over the elements, the hinting of which in my youth 
would have been regarded as fantastic. Conditions of life for many 
peoples have been enormously improved in recent decades. Much 
grinding poverty, once all too common, has passed; gone also is the 
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cruel sense of insecurity in social life. The mass of the people are 
blessed with greater leisure, thus having fuller opportunity for the 
enjoyment of the fruits of their labours, and of world progress. 

Such desirable improvements in material circumstances would 
suggest a world of imdoubted well-being and goodwill. But we 
find ourselves in a world bewildered and unresting and unpredict- 
able as never before in all history. 

Life has taught me a truth that appears to be of particular 
relevance to this generation in which vaster numbers of people 
than ever seem to regard material gains — wealth, power, comfort, 
security — as the great end of human effort. It is this : “Man 
shall not hve by bread alone but by every Word of God” (Matthew’s 
Gospel). All history has been thundering this truth at us. Yet it 
is widely ignored today and with tragic consequences, just as it 
was when the truth fell from the lips of Jesus nearly two thousand 
years ago — and earlier still! 

The most widespread and devastating conflict of all time has 
emphasized this truth afresh, for was not the war itself a product 
of the material concept of Ufe to which the Master referred? 

During the half-dozen years of the struggle more than twenty 
millions of men, women and children were hurled to an untimely 
end. Mountains of rubble and twisted steel have replaced costly 
edifices of proud and ancient cities. The whole economy of popu- 
lous states has been destroyed, and social orders rendered chaotic. 
Multitudes of rich and poor, now ahke homeless and bewildered 
wanderers, are compelled to accept any kind of protection that 
impoverished nations can provide. Multitudes more, doomed to 
an existence scarcely above starvation point, face life with feelings 
akin to despair. And worse still, probably, great nations are today 
in the grip of suspicion and dread of one another instead of dwelling 
together in unity, in goodwill and progress. 

Having regard to the extraordinary capacities with which man 
is endowed, to the proud civilization he has built up, and to the 
enlightenment of this age, how do we account for tins universal 
condition of chaos? No sane person could imagine such to be 
necessary to human progress! Clearly something is wrong with 
the principles governing the realm in which man exercises so much 
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authority. The truth is that Man is contending with forces beyond 
his unaided power to control — a truth he refuses to acknowledge. 
It is equally true, that by the means hitherto adopted Man is 
unable to rid the world of the scourge of war, and to give to us 
a reign of right-doing where prevail truth and justice and unselfish 
service one to another. 

Nevertheless, I am far from being without hope. Hopelessness 
and the Christian faith are wholly incongruous. 

Fundamental to the failure of man’s endeavours to give us a 
warless world is faulty diagnosis. War, it is clear, is effect rather 
than cause. And it is equally clear that it will continue as one of 
the inevitables until there is a radical change in the heart of man- 
kind. 

Due to lack of perception, as is clearly indicated in the Word 
of God, the materially minded man holding hard by his philosophy 
of life, is incapable of discerning spiritual truth, and consequently 
is incapable of discerning where to begin in putting things right. 
His diagnosis, his approach to the rectification of human ills, leads 
him again and again to adopt means that are at once ineffective 
and doomed to disappointment. 

Why do these tragic happenings disturb the peace of the world 
and interrupt human progress? The cause is to be found in man 
himself. The world’s master problem is in the spirit of man. 
In short, it arises in the sin of the human heart. Every problem 
of life is related to it. Until this, the basic trouble, is dealt with, 
and in the right way, mankind will continue to groan in its 
bondage, in its frustration, and self-destruction. Neither in 
education, in pohtical systems nor in improved material circum- 
stances is there hope of remedy. 

But there is a remedy. It is in the simple truth of Christ the 
Redeemer. The hope is sure because He conquered death and 
burst the tomb. Even as He saved me, an irresponsible youth of 
nineteen, His matchless plan to save the world is^by saving men. 

And that is the grandest lesson of all that life has taught me. 


262 



SIR WILLIAM Y. DARLING 


Born in 1885. Educated at Edinburgh and held various 
business appointments there^ in London and overseas up to 
the outbreak of the First World War. Enlisted in the ranks 
in 1914 and a varied war experience included the Gallipoli 
evacuation. Resumed business activities in Edinburgh 
where he is the proprietor of a departmental store and 
two bookshops. Is also Chairman of an engineering 
company, and Bank, Insurance, Milling and Finance 
Company Director. Was Lord Provost of Edinburgh 
1941—44 and is notv one of the city s Members of Parliament. 

W ISDOM IS the principal thing ; therefore get wisdom 
and with all thy getting, get understanding/* 

In spite of the fact that two thousand years have 
passed since these words were first written, they still are the best 
advice which can be tendered to — and followed by — all who are 
begotten of woman. 

Wisdom is the principal thing and the search for wisdom and 
the getting of understanding are, even to those who think there 
is no discoverable meaning in life, the best objectives towards 
which one may address his days and nights and years. 

To learn from life might well be the object of living and if it, 
indeed, is not the object of Hving none has put forward any other 
compeUing justification. This riddle of existence — whence we 
come — ^why we are — whither we go — can be answered in many 
ways. The Hedonist answers it by saying that pleasure is the 
object of existence, that, in the words of Tom Paine, the object 
of life is to be happy, the time to be happy is now, the place to 
be happy is here and the way to be happy is by making others 
happy. The Stoic tells you that the object of life is to bear all, to 
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endure all and that there is one happier day than the day of one’s 
birth and that is the day of one’s departure from this place of wrath 
and tears. 

But neither the Hedonist nor the Stoic, nor any other, wholly 
answers the question and mankind in the main, to its credit, has 
looked upon Ufe as an opportunity for learning, for acquiring 
experience, for achieving some purpose, some end or some 
ambition, and, in general, most of us would agree that that sheer 
instinct, more profound than any philosophy, is somehow right. 

The will to Hve — and Uve well — is ever with us. It is valuable, 
then, for all of us to seek and to find and, in this search, it is worth 
while to know something of and indeed, to study the fives of 
others. 

Benjamin Jowett, who taught statesmen, has written : — 

Human fife and conduct are affected by ideas in the same 
way that they are affected by eminent men. . . . Striking and 
obvious to the ordinary mind are the examples of great men, 
who have served their own generation and arc remembered by 
another. Even in our own family circle, there may have been 
someone, a woman, or even a child, in whose face has shone 
forth a goodness more than human. The ideal then approaches 
nearer to us — and we fondly cling to it. 

The sheer instinct of most of us to find such a pattern that we 
can follow — as well as an objective wliich we would attain — is 
not to be denied and, indeed, every man would be the better if 
he took as his guide the history, the story, the biography of some 
other man who has travelled the road that he is traveUing to the 
end, at which all alike, must ultimately arrive. 

This instinct for a pattern is seen in its supreme characteristic 
in the Christian faith. Men and women throughout the generations 
have found in the Founder of Christianity a pattern which they 
may, if they will (for His service is perfect freedom) follow, but, 
apart from that Supreme Pattern, others have found in lower, 
lesser ways of fife and living a not dissimilar encouragement. A 
boy finds in his father a pattern of the man he would like to be. 
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a girl in her mother, and, some, as the years widen, a pattern in 
an admired school-fellow, a beloved teacher or some other person- 
ality encountered at university or in the wider business of life. 
And this is all to the good and it is well that this generation should 
recapture this following of a pattern. 

Ours is an independent, wilful generation. We would blaze 
our own trail. We see all things new, we imagine. There have 
been none quite like us! There never have been such times as 
these and, less modestly, such heroic figures! 

A generation ago, we were hero worshippers, not self admirers. 
Perhaps, the cynic might say, there were heroes in that generation. 
We certainly found them. 

Hero worship was a philosophy of the life of the nineteenth 
century (the first High Priest was Carlyle) and it might well be 
said that we in these democratic days — when Jack is as good as his 
master and all men are equal — have not greatly bettered the 
tradition of hving by the abandonment of hero worship. 

The eighteenth and nineteenth centuries are notable for the 
great biographies, and hero-worshipping Scottish Boswell, who 
found in Doctor Samuel Johnson the pattern of a man after his 
own heart, is only one of many examples. Many lesser men have 
found in the biographies and autobiographies of the great, and the 
less great, guidance and inspiration, encouragement and solace as 
they trod the treadmill of the revolving years. Many a man, for 
example, has found in the Journal of Sir Walter Scott the courage 
to face his own dilemmas and disasters, or in the pages of the 
Comments of Bagshot by Alfred Spender, a level, hberal series of 
signposts and lights along the road of private duty and public 
service. 

Their name is legion, these guides and mentors who, in auto- 
biography and biography from Doctor Samuel Smiles’s Self Help 
down to the Journals of Arnold Bennett, mark for others the road 
they went and which all must travel. 

What one learns from life, then, is the impact of a variety of 
things. One learns from oneself— those curious instincts, pre- 
dispositions, inchnations, fads and fears — one learns from them in 
often awesome moments of self-discovery and self-revelation, one 
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learns from the day-tonday association with one’s fellows, how 
strange and incalculable a creature is man* 

One learns not least of all from Uterature, for literature is not 
life in the laboratory or behind a glass case in a museum. Literature, 
for those who use it and understand it with feeling and sympathy, 
is veritably life itself. 

If wisdom is the principal thing and with all one’s getting one 
should get understanding — and none will deny it — there is neces- 
sarily a further thing, not only life but the inspiration which keeps 
life going. The wages of going-on are only the daily currency 
of mere existence, but the drive, dynamic force, gusto which is 
necessary to bring life to its highest is not found in the day-to-day 
drawings from the ordinary resources of mere living. Man must 
find another inspiration and if one looks closely at those who have 
not only learned most from life, but put their lessons to best 
advantage, one sees most markedly that courage is not the least of 
these qualities. James Matthew Barrie, speaking to the students at 
St. Andrews towards the end of what was a strangely chequered, 
lonely career, asserted that “Courage is the thing; all goes if courage 
goes.” And Barrie was right. 

This courage is the greatest of human virtues and none need be 
discouraged because he feels that he has not been endowed with 
it. It is a quality which can be engendered, created, developed and, 
indeed, worshipped, and without it nothing will be attempted and 
certainly nothing will be accomplished. 

What I have learned from life, then, is this — that wisdom is the 
principal thing, that one must get understanding, but that one 
must, too, bring courage to both. 

The fears which are natural to all mankind, fears which are 
rooted deep in the ineffable, inconceivable, terrifying struggle 
which the race has undergone in its progress from the clogging 
slime to subhmity — these fears are natural to us. They are our 
inheritance. None is bom without^them, but, if one is to make 
anything of his life at all, he must cast out fear. 

The world is full of great encouragers. “Throw not away the 
hero in your soul,” says Emerson. “Sudden the worst turns the 
best to the brave,” said Browning, and James Graham, Marquis of 
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Montrose, soon on his way to the scaffold tells, imperiously, the 
generations of the faint-hearted who follow him that: — 

He either fears his fate too much 
Or his deserts are small. 

Who dare not put it to the touch 
To gain or lose it all. 

Courage is a lovely virtue, and, looking back over a Ufe of 
three score and more, I would claim that my greatest good fortune 
was to learn early to fight my fears and nourish such heroism as 
I could find in my soul. Such a decision and such a protection 
took me through as varied a career as many, and with a measure 
of success even as the world measures these things. 

The forward look, the undying hope, these things grow when 
fear has been faced and it is easy, with the comrades of Ulysses, 
to remember as the years roll on that there yet may be 

. . . something ere the end. 

Some work of noble note, may yet be done. 

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods. 

Casting out fear, one can answer at any time the call of Ulysses. 
It is never “too late to seek a newer world” — ^never too late “to 
sail beyond the sunset and the baths of the western stars.” With 
courage as companion one is careless that the “gulfs will wash 
us down.” We know we shall reach the Happy Isles. The venturers’ 
life is held fast by 

an equal temper of heroic hearts ♦ 

made weak by time and fate but strong in will 
to strive, to seek, to find and not to yield. 

These are brave words. None shall underestimate brave words 
and certainly I do not, but it may not be unhelpful to those who 
read to add an outline of how brave words, for me, were joined 
to this pursuit of wisdom and this getting of understanding. 
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Although bom in England, my childhood and boyhood were 
spent in Edinburgh, that unique and glorious Capital City of 
Scotland. “We are all nobly bom,” said Robert Louis Stevenson 
— ^himself a man born in Edinburgh — “happy those who remember 
it.” I am happy in being born of this noble city, happy in recollect- 
ing that, if further impetus were necessary to the growing vision 
for lovelier cities, I would add my quota, because I have had the 
great good fortune to have been reared in a city of such quality. 

It is not that my days were spent in the lap of luxury. It was 
my good luck to be one of a large family; I saw the loving labours 
and faithful endeavours of father and mother, and the strivings of 
brothers and sisters. Life, contrary to popular superstition, has 
never been easy for anyone, and it certainly was not any easier 
for my family than for the ordinary run of men and women. 
Neither my father nor my mother had good health. My father 
was forced to retire from business in early manhood but found, 
despite all his handicaps, time and inclination to educate his family 
and take some part in public affairs. He had a love of reading 
and in his books he found a solace from the disappointments of life. 
He armoured himself against fate by learning from those who, too, 
had fronted it at its worst and had not been dismayed. 

Most of all, he loved words. He encouraged us to learn great 
poetry and fine, majestic prose. He filled our minds with noble 
thoughts and lofty conceptions and gave us a rich vocabulary — 
an interest in words and their power and pathos — which had been 
for me the richest of inheritances. 

My mother was the good companion alike to her husband and 
her children. A farmer’s daughter, she brought to the town a 
freshness and a sweetness that never failed. She befriended the 
friendless, never failed the ne’er-do-weel, comforted the unhappy 
and was richly rewarded by the love of her family and the devotion 
of her neighbours. She never complained about anything. “Things 
might be worse” was her most severe stricture on any happening, 
no matter how dire and this philosophy — not to expect too much 
from life — she imparted to her family. 

At school at five and leaving school at fourteen, I managed to 
evade the temptation of mere academic achievement — that is how 
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I like to put it as I recollect my sole school prize, a copy of Literary 
Celebrities, published by W. and R. Chambers, 3s. 6d., presented 
to me in 1897 for “General Excellence.” No other academic 
distinctions came my way, and so I was able to resist the temptation 
of a possible career in the Civil Service or a continued course of 
study at the university. My mind, because of its deficiencies 
probably, urged me to test what little knowledge I had in the 
face of practical reaUties, and it was my fortune to find myself 
at fourteen not at the University of Edinburgh, but beliind the 
counter of a drapery emporium where, believe me, in my judg- 
ment, as much may be learned of oneself and one’s neighbour as 
may be acquired in a five-year course in any college. There used 
to be — perhaps there still is — a kind of snobbish contempt for 
shopmen. I think it unwarranted. The shop is the show-piece 
of society. It is the place where the arts of men are displayed 
and, those who serve there, serve civilization. Man would be a 
poor creature without his clothes and furnishings and woman 
would be nothing at all for most, without the graces which dis- 
criminating dress and adornment confer on her. These the shop 
supphes, but to those who serve comes a richer experience. They 
see human nature as nowhere else — they see it in its search for 
self-expression — they see it in its search for beauty as it conceives 
it. And if shopfolk learn from their customers, they learn, too, 
from themselves. Behind the counter there is a fraternity. In 
the saloon there is a community. Boys and girls, men and women 
find themselves, discover their personalities serving in shops as in 
nowhere else. They learn good manners. They practise patience. 
They acquire taste and judgment and — above all these — they learn 
the ways of business by which all well-conducted systems of society 
live and thrive. 

Napoleon — no small judge of human nature — called us a nation 
of shopkeepers. It was a high compHment to an art which I hope 
will continue to win increasing appreciation as a wider under- 
standing of all its imphcations and impacts is more generally 
acknowledged. 

Once my apprenticeship was completed I was eager for the 
larger world, and at eighteen was earning twelve pounds a year, 
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living in, at one of the great London stores. During the following 
four or five years I had several changes of occupation, some of 
my own vohtion, some at the behest of my employer who probably 
found in me disquahfications to which I, with my sclf^omplacency, 
was wholly blind. 

There are few human experiences more valuable than to be 
dismissed from employment — to get the sack, as it is called. It 
takes courage and insight to “welcome each rebuff’’ as Browning 
has it, “that turns earth’s smoothness rough.” Many men owe much 
to an employer who, to suit his own ends, dismissed them and 
compelled them to a new stock-taking — forced them apart awliile 
to seek other roads to fortune. 

These misfortunes did not greatly depress me, although they 
were in those days visited by somewhat harsher experiences than 
come today. No unemployment insurance in those years dulled 
the edge of the ordeal of dismissal ; one’s service was terminated 
by a minute’s notice on either side ; security of employment, the 
goal of so many today, was not known to those of us who served 
the public in the drapery and fashion business at the beginning 
of the century. Nor were we, it seems to me, any less happy. 
There was a gaiety, an abandonment, a carelessness and, indeed, 
a recklessness about drapers in those days which I do not observe 
in their present-day successors. And I need hardly add that they 
were none the worse for it! 

We dressed for the part as drapers, and although our income 
might not be more than twenty or thirty pounds a year we wore 
silk hats, carried neatly rolled umbrellas to match, patent button 
boots and smart silk lapelled frock coats. 

Our bellies might well be empty but our intelhgence was acute 
and our demeanour alert. 

During this London period, when I sought for wisdom and 
aspired to understanding, difficulties and disasters helped to replenish 
my cruse of oil, helped me to cast out fear. 

Having known what looked like the worst, “the key to the 
street” as it was called, more than once, familiarity robbed it of 
its terrors and I successively found myself working in the West 
End of London, in Peckham, and in Woolwich and in Sloane 
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Square. Interspersed between these, I managed to exist by writing 
a little, by speaking in public or, on one glorious occasion, establish- 
ing a partnership in a travelling piano-organ and, not least of all, 
by the possession of a street hawker’s licence, issued by Sir Edward 
Henry, then Commissioner of Police at Scotland Yard, for five 
shillings. 

After some years in London, I returned for a brief spell to 
Edinburgh, where, at the age of twenty-three, I surveyed the world 
from the height of my newly-found experience and from that 
survey decided to see more of it. 

Walt Whitman gave me words for the mood — ^liis “Song of 
the Open Road” : 

Allons, the road is before us, 

Camarado, give me your hand. 

I give you myself more precious than money, 

Will you give me yourself— 

Will we travel together as long as we Hve. 

These were disturbing, restless thoughts, and they drove me to 
see the world ... the world so full of wonderful things. 

Within a year I found myself in Ceylon and after some years 
there, following again a variegated series of callings, I proceeded 
to Australia and it was only towards the beginning of 1914 that 
I found myself, after storekeeping and journalism and attempts 
at fruit farming and business organization, back in London again. 
In the few months that lay between me and the outbreak of war 
in 1914, 1 again found time to follow a number of occupations — 
speciality salesman of many sorts, insurance and back behind the 
counter were among my activities and, when August, 1914, came, 
like most of my generation, I found myself in the Army. 

The story can be brought to a close in a few sentences. Soldier 
in the Black Watch, officer with the Royal Munster Fusihers in 
Gallipoli and with the Royal Scots in France, on the Staff in 
Germany ; thereafter, a space in Scotland and over to Ireland ; 
from 1922, business as a merchant, and local government, politics 
and writing bring me to the Second World War as Chief Air 
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Raid Warden, District Commissioner, City Treasurer, Lord 
Provost of the City of Edinburgh and, subsequently, Member of 
Parhament. 

These headings cover a lot of living, a lot of ups and downs, 
marriage and friends, partings and meetings, failures and achieve- 
ments, disappointments and miseries, hours of self-gratification 
and hours of self-abasement. They are the stuff of which my 
life — all life — is inevitably made. There have been victories and 
defeats, but on balance fife has been good to me for I can honestly 
assert I sought not only to make good but to find Ufe good, too. 

Others have not been so fortunate. I have had luck, but then 
I also acquired the art of looking for the good in the seeming 
bad — of discovering that nothing comes ill to those who have 
the faith to beUeve that all things — in the ultimate summing-up — 
work together for good. The sceptics scoff at such a view. It is to 
them the self-complacency of ‘‘comfortable moles,’* and they may 
be right. 

I will not, nevertheless, lower my flag. For the unfortunate 
and the unhappy, there is a great good in life. I have often read — 
for the consolation of others rather than for myself it is true — 
these htde-known words of George Adam Smith. He writes of 
the effect great sorrow and struggle has upon the noble soul: 

Come to the streets, he says and asks: Who are these whom 
we can so easily distinguish from the crowd by their firmness 
of step and look of peace . . . holding without rest or haste, 
the tenor of their way, as if they marched to music heard by 
their ears alone? These are they which have come out of great 
tribulation. They have brought back into time the sense of 
eternity. They know how near the invisible worlds be to this 
one and the sense of the vast silences stills all idle laughter in 
their hearts. The life that is to other men, chance or sport, 
strife or hurried flight, has for them its allotted distance, is for 
them a measured march, a constant worship. Sorrow’s subject, 
they are our kings : wrestlers with death, our veterans : and 
to the rabble armies of society, they set the step of a nobler 
life. 
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And SO for those who, unlike me, cannot transmute the tinsel 
of success, there is a vast heaven of sober satisfaction. Life however 
lived is not mocked. It has the indisputable, unmistakable poten- 
tialities of greatness. None need surrender. None need cast 
away the highest. None need find life base or mean or worthless 
or contemptible, under the stars of high heaven. Man lives by 
faith — faith in himself— faith in his fellow men — faith in the world 
— faith in God. When faith fails many his life maintains, says Goethe 
somewhere, a sham splendour, a sorry victory, but it will pass as all 
unprofitable, unfruitful things pass. When man believes, life becomes 
splendid, heart elevating and fruitful. The forward look, the undy- 
ing hope which redeems a man and men, the confidence that the 
best is yet to be, these I have learned to be the sovereign passports 
of life today and forever. 

This narrative comes to its conclusion, and with the conclusion 
of the narrative there is, too, the conclusion of this piece of writing. 
I began by quoting the Book of Proverbs. I would end by saying 
that what I have learned from life is that, faced with a choice — 
and perhaps choice will be less available for the generation now 
with us than it was for my generation — by instinct I always was, 
fortunately, inclined to choose the more adventurous, the more 
speculative, the more difficult, the more dangerous. 

It will be a pity if in the future the right to take a chance will 
be denied to the many, but it may well be so in a society which 
seeks safety first at all costs. In recent years, after two German 
wars, the name of Frederick Nietzsche, “The Dionysian Spirit of 
the Age” as Orage called him, has fallen into disrepute, like all 
the other authoritarians, to the smooth, level waters of egalitarian- 
ism, but it might be permissible for me to recall him to a new 
generation as I have dared to recall Thomas Carlyle and Samuel 
Smiles from the past. He has something to say of life and what 
has to be learned from it. He says: 

Life has not deceived me. I find it, on the contrary, year 
by year more rich, more desirable and more mysterious— ever 
since the day there came to me the great liberator, the thought 
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tliat life might be an experiment for the seeker after knowledge ; 
not a duty, not a fatality, not a sham and a fraud. 

He goes on to say, and with this I will end : 

Life as a means to knowledge — with this principle in one’s 
heart, one can not only live bravely but with joy and laughter. 


These are the words of those who seek life ever more abundantly 
and would learn of it. 

Nietzsche has been described by one of his biographers as “The 
greatest European event since Goethe,” but there have been other 
European events since then. Nietzsche was bom in Saxony of 
Polish descent, and we have learned to respect and admire the Poles. 
His hfe ended in 1889 and he died a madman, but truth, for- 
tunately, knows no nationaUty and carries its own passport, and 
if I were asked to say shortly what I have learned from life, I 
would find no better expression than these words of Nietzsche, 
words which offer no comfort to the aimless, the helpless, the 
hopeless, offer no ease to the half-hearted and the fearful, but 
sound a clarion call to those who have ears to hear and whose 
eyes respond to the beckoning of the far horizons. 
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Born in 1868 and educated at Shrewsbury and Oxfora 
{where he became President of the Athletic Club). Was 
a War Correspondent in the First World War^ but has 
since devoted his pen to English country life. 


M y youth was spent in the deep country, though the 
hamlet was little more than sixty miles from London, 
The nearest town was nine miles away and that was 
almost a village. Country houses, so called, were very few, and 
an enormous proportion of the population consisted of farmers 
and farm labourers with their families. The isolation was 
singularly complete, since modes of motion were few and slow. 
There were no buses, no motors, not even bicycles; no near rail- 
ways, and no intellectual connection with the world by telephone 
or wireless. No theatre, and, of course, no film, was within reach. 
The few evening parties or dances were carefully dated to give 
the guests the benefit of a full or nearly full moon. Even games 
had to be adapted, if not invented. The chief game in my case 
was “going up the brook”! 

Now this much of potted biography is an almost necessary 
preface to any consideration of “the things that matter,” or have 
mattered as I judge the phrase. It is, doubtless, prejudice, due to 
the vivid memories of youth, but when, if ever, I am disposed to 
sum up the results of past experience, I seem to discover that this 
early knowledge of the deep country sets the flourish on a very 
great deal that has proved best in life, and most fruitful. It is of 
cardinal importance to be at home in the world, in many senses 
of the phrase. Wordsworth wrote, “The world is too much witli 
us” ; but he meant the sort of world that is put alongside the 
flesh and the devil. In a better sense the world is too little with 
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US, if we mean the face of nature or the fellowship of man. The 
real key to such a faith was put very briefly in a long poem of 
Wordsworth’s. The mind he says is suited to the world, and 
adds : 

How exquisitely, too, . . . 

The external world is fitted to the mind. . . . 

If you have once found out how to enjoy the presence of sunsets, 
landscapes, beasts, birds, trees and plants, you can never feel lonely 
or a stranger. Some people doubtless have gone to lengths that 
seem to most of us extravagant in the feeling of kinship with all 
living things and even stocks and stones. St. Francis of Assisi and, 
say, Richard Jefferies, are rightly put down among the mystics ; 
and mysticism is not to be understood or indulged, except by a 
few saints. Nevertheless, the support and happiness and virtue these 
exceptional characters have sucked from Mother Nature are mani- 
fested and have a place in the life of many of the most practical 
and successful persons. Three examples among those I have met, 
though I knew none of them very well, may be given : Lord 
Grey, Field Marshal Smuts and Lord Tweedsmuir. 

No one has written a better essay on happiness than Lord 
Grey. He was a famous naturahst, a champion games player, an 
ardent sportsman and was Foreign Secretary in long years of 
crisis. Whatever he did, he did well. He said of two of his fore- 
bears, who were at least as distinguished as he was, that they were 
great statesmen because they always wanted to get away into the 
country to their home in Northumberland. Grey himself was like 
that, and even at school at Winchester it was discovered with 
wonder by his contemporaries that he read poetry and especially 
dehghted in Wordsworth. When he came to look back and to 
put down his ideas on the things that had especially influenced 
him, he put Wordsworth’s poems in the forefront. And what 
he liked above all in his favourite’s writing was that he continually 
insisted on “the deep power of joy.” If you can dehght in the 
world about you, you are well on the way to happiness, and there- 
fore success ; for there is no greater success than happiness. 

Field Manhal Smuts, that great statesman and soldier, said to 


276 



THE VALUE OF A COUNTRY HOME 


me once that he could not have gone through the troubles and 
dangers he went through, if it had not been for his interest in 
plants. Wherever he was or however pressing the danger he could 
always get recreation or amusement from studying the botany of 
the place. He was Hke a young soldier of my acquaintance who, 
in the retreat to Dunkirk, for a while forgot all about the bullets 
that were flying over, in his excitement at watching a hoopoe, a 
bird he had never seen before. 

John Buchan, who became Lord Tweedsmuir, and was Governor- 
General of Canada, always had a master interest in the country 
round about one of his northern homes ; and his novels were a 
great success largely because of his intimate knowledge of country 
things and his love of them. My conclusion is that nothing is so 
valuable as a constant country home and a deUghted memory of 
it. It gives a background valuable beyond all estimation. 

There are many reasons for this. A happy countryman does not 
need artificial amusements ; and the worst results of these is that 
the more you have the more you want. One of the only pious 
orations that I remember was delivered by an old Cowley Father 
at Oxford in support of my college’s mission in the East End of 
London. He said : “To seek to attain happiness by a succession 
of pleasures is as foolish as trying to keep up a light all night by 
striking successive matches.” What everyone most wants is an 
interest that goes on burning and is there whatever the circum- 
stances may be, at whatever time or place. Such an interest must 
be more than a hobby, a side amusement for leisure hours. You 
cannot attain to happiness by collecting stamps or fancying poultry, 
or playing golf, though you may get a deal of harmless amusement 
out of any or all. We all need a something that warms life 
itself 

How are we to find this? Some fortunate»^people can say thank- 
fully that it is found for them. First of these fortunates are those 
who began life in a pleasant country home, among well-educated 
people. They can find in the thought of it all a sort of background 
that “stays put” and supplies fodder for the future. In the days 
when London omnibuses were drawn by horses, the companies 
used on occasion to send the older and more tired horses back to 
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their native meadows ; and within a year or so — such was the 
common experience — they recovered form and strength : they 
renewed their youth. It was so with Lord Grey as with his fore- 
fathers. He could shp away into Northumberland or the New 
Forest and within a week or two, not only feel more vigorous, 
but face problems in his office with more wisdom and certainty 
of touch. It was hke the old classical fable of the man who increased 
his strength every time he fell down and so came into touch with 
Mother Earth. My own feeling, or prejudice, is that by far the 
most effectual interest is a certain knowledge of the natural scene 
and a deep pleasure in it. The seasons themselves give variety, and 
even excitement. You can watch them with as untarnished a 
pleasure as people take a holiday to watch the sea with its tides, 
its ripples and waves. It is new every morning, and no two sunsets 
over it are alike. A Jewish author has written of the English as 
“that great, happy people’’; and if we are great and happy, one 
reason is to be found in England itself. It deserves the description 
that Lamb appHed to his favourite county, Hertfordshire. 
It is happy and homely. The seasons follow one another in easy 
gradation and the winter is beautiful in another form than the 
spring. There is no hobby like knowing England : its little fields 
and woods, its hedges and homesteads and rivers and bays and 
gardens at all times of the year, with their various inhabitants and 
in their varying guises, even its cricket grounds and other playing 
fields. Here is an interest that lasts and is continuous. It is unhurried. 
You have only got to “stand and stare,” and, be it remembered, 
that W. H. Davies, the man who wrote this well-known tag, was 
at one time a tramp. He lived for many years a rough, some 
would say a rather disreputable life, before he became a notable 
writer and poet. But while he was tramping, he gave proof of 
one virtue that is well marked among countrymen, not least among 
agricultural workers. He wrote a wonderful account of liis life as 
a tramp, and in the course of it mentioned almost casually that he 
had to jump off a moving train which he had boarded without a 
ticket ; and in his fall so damaged his foot that it had to be removed. 
Not a word was there of the pain or the permanent handicap, and 
the subject is not again referred to. In short, he was utterly free 
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from the weak and miserable frame of mind, knoijvn as self-pity. 
He made the best of things. To the last years of his Hfe, spent in 
a lovely Gloucestershire village, he was made happy by his delight 
in birds and flowers and the charm of the country. 

It is not a good thing to be very much alone or to avoid people. 
After all, friendship is the very best of things, though perhaps, as 
that very wise Greek, Plutarch, argued, to have a few very great 
friends is much better than to have a multitude of half-friends or 
acquaintances. Utter solitariness is apt to grow upon people ; and 
incidentally forced soUtariness may produce a state of mind that 
can scarcely be distinguished from madness. A good many people 
at various times have tried to make places do instead of people ; 
but almost all have found tliat it does not work. Our nature 
craves companionship and needs it. That queer character and — to 
my thinking — charming writer, Thoreau, tried it and wrote a 
whole delightful book to tell the world how charming a lonely 
hfe can be in natural surroundings. He built himself a sort of log 
house in a remote wood and there enjoyed himself and his thoughts 
immensely, as he tells us. Some of the things he wrote almost 
persuade us that such retirement is ideal. He hved there in the 
house he built for about two years ; but that was enough for him, 
perhaps too much. Friendship must be one of the stays of a useful 
and happy life ; and no people are more unfortunate than those 
who have no gift for friendship, because they are too deeply self- 
conscious or self-centred or self-seeking or selfish or conceited. 
One of the ablest and quite the most successful man I ever knew — 
if money and titles spell success — suffered terribly from an utter 
inability to make real friends. That rather foohsh old man, Polonius, 
in Hamlet, gave his son most excellent advice when he said ; — 

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 

Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel. 

I would put friends first of all blessings, friends of our youth, 
friends of our middle age, friends even of our old age. They 
increase all pleasure ; and there is no sort of sadness which is not 
made less if one can speak of it freely and naturally with a friend. 
Nevertheless, when all is said about the necessity of friendship, I 
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remain not Ie$s strongly convinced that one of the^imost useful 
accomplishments is to learn to find pleasure in being alone. He 
loses more than he knows who is unhappy when left to himself ; 
but sohtariness is next door to impossible in a town and, if achieved, 
loses most of its value. 

I once met a small farmer in Cumberland who seemed to me to 
have exacdy the right views on this most important question. 
He went one day to visit a brother, who was a policeman in 
Liverpool, and afterwards described his feelings. In the noise 
and rush of people he said: “I did feel so lonely. Now when Tm 
by myself on the fells I never feel lonely, and what's more, it leaves 
something behind." He said on another occasion, when some town- 
nurtured engineers were put up at his house: “They only spoke 
what they’d heard someone else say or what they’d seen in the 
newspapers. They were so ignorant.” And he had much more to 
complain of on the same subject. 

For reasons very much the same as his, I must feel that to be at 
home in the country does something for us that is scarcely possible 
in a town. What is welcome in the one is disagreeable in the 
other. In the town we all hke some new thing. Change in the 
day’s occupation, or at any rate in the day’s pleasure, is the highest 
ideal. In the country, on the other hand, the supreme and seldom 
failing pleasure is something very near to monotony or at least 
repetition. It is not a mere paradox to say that the variety consists 
in the repetition of the same things, and that surprise consists in 
the expectation of an old experience. In a town it is only the 
present thing that matters. In the country at the breaking of the 
leaf or the arrival of birds or the bearing of the ice or the opening 
of the view or the shifts of visibility — the present pleasure is vasdy 
increased by remembrance of the past and expectation of the 
future. The progress of the seasons ensures continuous novelty, 
but this is built on the foundation of old enjoyment. It is a part 
of the proper job of man, as of lesser animals and plants and the 
old revolutionary earth itself, to be a companion of the seasons, 
to be — ^let me say it again — at home in the world. 

All sorts of writers and philosophers and poets have said this in 
one form or another, and inarticulate people have felt it. No one 
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has put it in a more direct and challenging forn), without any 
hterary affectation, than Charles Kingsley. 

“Monotony is pleasant in itself ; morally pleasant, and 
morally useful. Marriage is monotonous. ... It is pleasant 
and good to see the same trees year after year ; the same birds 
coming back in spring to the same shrubs ; the same banks 
covered with the same flowers. . . . Why should one change 
one’s place, any more than one’s wife or one’s cliildren? Is a 
hermit crab slipping its tail out of one strange shell into another, 
in the hopes of it fitting him a Httle better, either a dignified 
character or graceful animal? No; George Riddler was a true 
philosopher: — 

Let vules go saarching vur and nigh, 

We bides at whum, my dog and I ; 

and become there not only wiser, but more charitable ; for 
the oftener one sees, the better one knows ; and the better 
one knows, the more one loves.” 

It is not, of course, altogether easy for those who have not been 
lucky enough to enjoy a country home to learn this attitude of 
mind. I have known scores of men, whose hves have been spent in 
a variety of urban occupations, who have thought what a good 
time they would have, how pleasant life would be, when they 
could retire. Some of them have saved money to the point of 
meanness in order that they might retire a little earlier and so have 
a longer enjoyment of the golden days of leisure to come. The 
blessed freedom had hardly been obtained, when they began to 
feel unutterably bored. “I daren’t retire to die country,” one said 
to me, “because I know I should be continually looking out of 
the window and at my watch and asking myself how long it was 
to the next meal.” And how many of those who stay in die towns 
spend a large proportion of their time in bored hours at their 
clubs! You have to learn to be at home in the world ; and if 
you don’t learn this most important lesson when you are at least 
fairly young, you will find it difficult to learn at all. 
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In my expcmence, the English suffer less from this sort of bore- 
dom than many other people, especially perhaps than the American 
business men. They are wont to throw themselves with such 
zest into business and money-making — and their energy and con- 
centration doubtless are worth the highest admiration — that they 
have learnt nothing else. On retirement they try all sorts of ways 
to escape boredom, especially travel. I have met them in Paris, 
miserable beyond words. They had not learnt to enjoy architecture 
or pictures or history or anything that travel could offer. Paris 
was only less dull than the Swiss Alps or the Riviera. They went 
to see the things tliat, as they were told, they ought to see, and 
the only pleasure they extracted was the boast of having “done’’ 
them. A singularly charming retired American business man I 
met in Paris said that die only method he had found of keeping 
boredom at bay was to learn all the bus routes, and he became 
an encyclopaedia on this thrilling subject! I should doubt if it 
“left anything behind,” compared with the invigorating enjoyment 
of the Cumberland farmer on his native fell. 

Life, of course, is a complicated business. We have got to make 
a certain amount of money. Our business is not hkely to be 
wholly congenial or capable by itself of providing the something 
more that we desire. So the idea has grown up that business and 
leisure have nothing to do with one another, indeed, that the 
object of leisure is to make us forget business, that the true refresh- 
ment is change. It is a false idea. You cannot with any true satis- 
faction cut up life into separate sections, differently coloured like 
a Neapolitan ice. The latter part of life is only the other half of 
the first ; and the two halves are necessary to make up the whole. 
We must delight in the world in itself, in which both the business 
hours and the leisure arc spent. I cannot but feel that the sharp 
distinction now being emphasized between work and leisure 
springs from a wrong idea of life, at any rate, in the countryman’s 
eyes. One of our reformers has gone so far as to argue that bigger 
villages with factories and films are necessary to free the poor 
countryman’s life from dullness. If this were a right view, cottage 
gardens would not be as fruitful and bright as they usually are. 

Money, of course, is the trouble. There is no use in denying its 
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almost overriding importance to a great many of us. It is very 
difficult to fulfil the ideal of Robert Bums : — 

To make a happy fireside clime 
To weans and wife 

That’s the true pathos and sublime 
Of human fife, 

unless the supply of cash is adequate. Nevertheless, a great deal too 
much may be sacrificed to this necessity. I have known two men, 
of outstanding capacity, who chose to earn a httle money and hve 
an unremarkable life, so far as the public was concerned, because 
they preferred to sacrifice their career to love of the country ; 
and because of their inward knowledge that its concerns were 
necessary to their happiness. Both accomphshed very considerable 
successes and indeed earned some international fame in their study 
of country subjects, especially botany. They were able to exercise 
their real talents and enjoy at the same time their real pleasures 
and happiness. No one who knew them could doubt for a moment 
that in rejecting greater, more immediate wealth and indeed 
greater reputation, they did the right tiling. Contrariwise, I knew 
a naturahst, of much native and natural gifts, who ruined both 
his health and happiness and indeed in the sequel his financial 
prosperity, by accepting, wholly against the grain, an urban occu- 
pation that offered more immediate return. He took this wrong 
choice largely because the business had been developed by his 
fatlier ; but he never ceased to regret it till the day of his too early 
death. 

There are people calling themselves psychologists who promise 
to find out for parents what are the true capacities of their children 
and to choose a profession accordingly. They may have some good 
ideas ; but tlie work ought not to be done from outside, we 
ought to find out what we can do and enjoy doing, for anything 
is better done if joy goes to the doing of it. Even though we are 
forced by circumstance to take up a profession which is not wholly 
congenial or suitable to our talents, there is generally a side occu- 
pation to be found which can run concurrently and be continued 
when the profession comes to an end. 
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Now life is yery various and not only are people very different, 
but they do enjoy different things at different periods of their lives. 
I have said that in my country home we had to make our own 
amusements ; but as I approached my teens a new game, the game 
of lawn tennis, was invented and introduced to us ; and then 
began a sort of passion for games of almost every sort ; and I 
have often thought that they wasted time and energy which might 
have been much better spent. But I am not sure of this. They 
brought more than a deal of temporary pleasure. Fair and honest 
competition in the field, on the track, in the court, supplied some- 
thing that it is hard to find anywhere else. Someone said of the 
English that they are a lazy people — and on the whole that is 
true — and need something vigorous or dangerous to wake them 
up. This, it was argued, they found in games and sport, wliich 
made their sluggish blood flow more quickly and was to them 
an almost necessary prehminary to energetic action and thought. 
The Enghsh were forced to invent games for the service of this 
useful work. 

A very learned and most unathledc tutor of mine at Oxford 
was interested in this subject and kept a long record of the achieve- 
ments of his pupils in the schools. When he came to sum up the 
result and analyse his figures, he found — perhaps to his surprise — 
that the more highly accomplished athletes among his pupils had 
a much higher record in examination than the non-game-players; 
but that they did not reach the very top. To achieve supreme 
distinction needed more specialization and study and exclusive 
energy than the athlete could give. I have sometimes written of 
“the tyranny of games” — and they can be very tyrannical — and 
felt regret, as I have said, that so much time and interest had been 
spent on so many : on football, both rugby and association, on 
cricket and lawn tennis, and for some youthful years on running. 
Yet to be quite honest I would confess that the companionship 
which they bred was invaluable, that they were and have continued 
to be a source of great pleasure and in general that they did one 
good. In training for athletics one reaches a height of physical 
fitness that is in itself a very great pleasure and cause of reasonable 
pride. A famous don and a very wise man said to one of his pupils 
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who was talking of the duty of making himself fit,^“Fit for what?” 
It was a shrewd question ; but to my thinking, not wholly 
deserved. To be fit is what the Greeks called “an end in itself.” 
The fit man is in a position to do his best in whatever direction 
circumstances may demand ; and the work of getting into good 
training, as was proved abundantly with the Commandos in the 
war, needs the highest self-discipline, which again is “an end in 
itself,” something worth having, whatever it leads to or does not 
lead to. 

Of course, it may be overdone. I cannot but feel that many 
athletes, especially in America, overdo it. They are put into the 
hands of a trainer, and are not allowed to disobey him in any 
particular. They are generally Umited to one particular feat. 
By this means records are made, but the element of pleasure is 
largely cut out and for self-discipline is substituted obedience to 
authority. One cannot say that such extreme concentration of 
effort is to be condemned ; but it is not the right thing for most 
of us. There is a satiric definition of an athlete, current at one 
time in America, that he is a man who cannot do anything else. 
For myself I got great pleasure from running all sorts of distances 
and even in practising such side acts as hurdling and weight- 
putting. Athletics may be made a very good, useful and enjoyable 
game, like other games, played for its own sake, not for reaching 
some best-on-record. Some Greek said that what made people 
useful and happy was “the free play of life” and in that free play 
of hfe is included the free play of our limbs. Someone has argued 
that what most distinguishes man from other animals is the joint 
of the thumb which enables him to make and use tools and instru- 
ments ; and my experience is that the handling of an instrument — 
of a cricket bat or indeed a gun, a golf club or a fishing rod, or 
for that matter a ball or the reins of a bridle — give more than just 
mechanical pleasure: they give play to a real part of the nature of 
man and especially boy. We are not hthe and lissom and handy 
for notliing. 

This htheness, of course, leaves the limbs of elder people, and 
for this reason I feel, for myself, a certain regret that I never learnt 
a craft of some sort, which gives occasion for the han dling of 
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instruments — ofJier than hoes or mashies — after the years of quick 
activity. I should say out of my experience that among the most 
contented of all people are the craftsmen. An acquaintance of 
mine, who was blinded in the First World War, became an 
expert cabinet maker, and his skill with his tools was his salvation. 
That thumb joint given to man has in some small part atoned even 
for the loss of his eyes. He can say : — 

I too can something make 

And Joy in the making 

and that is one of the finest boasts there is. It would be a great 
addition to anybody, in the latter half of his hfe anyway, if he 
had command of some sort of craft or other, as nearly all women 
have. Even young men, at the top of their form, may find this 
out, like certain members of a university eight who, as they 
approached the highest pitch of physical training, were compelled 
to knit or net or carpenter in order to quieten their nerves and 
restore their contentment. 

While I am on the question of regrets for the things that were 
left undone — for what the preachers call sins of omission — my old 
headmaster (for whom, alas, I had no great respect) urged me to 
keep a diary. I have never obeyed, though given more than sixty 
years of opportunity. Perhaps a diary, if at all voluminous, may 
make some people more self-conscious than is good for them ; 
but memory is a great part of life and the pleasure of it ; and it 
is terribly easy to forget even the things that we should most like 
to remember, thoughts and impressions perhaps, as well as names 
and events, and even people. A very brief diary witli just names 
and facts and an occasional reference to feelings, with a few phrases 
and quotations that made a particular appeal to our nature, would 
be a perennial source of renewable pleasure. The old and too 
little respected headmaster was quite right. It is a grand mistake 
to forget. Very often the pleasure of the present is so vivid and 
real that we think at the time it can never grow dim. But it can ; 
and very quickly. Indeed, I have sometimes thought that the more 
vivid it has been the more easily is it forgotten, because the mood 
of it differed by so large a margin from later and duller moods. 
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To feel thoroughly at home in the external wor^, where all our 
senses may be satisfied and where opportunity is offered for 
physical as well as mental freedom of movement, is likely to prove, 
as I have emphasized, one of the chief causes of happiness ; but 
this doubtless is not true of the majority of people, even of English 
people. In this northern island, where the arc of the sun is low 
in winter and the world grows dark towards four o’clock, we are 
compelled to spend many hours indoors, though most of us spend 
too many. After all a frosty winter night offers a singularly glorious 
spectacle. The English, more than most people, perhaps, enjoy 
the winter. Nevertheless, very few enjoy it or profit by it as they 
might. How few can honestly say : “How well I know what I 
mean to do, when the long, dark autumn evenings come!” When 
I look back I see a vast array of hours that might have been doubly 
satisfactory, if the art of indoor life had been better understood. 
In school holidays I read through the whole of the Waverley 
Novels and doubtlessly enjoyed them ; but, when they were 
finished, my mind was a shapeless medley of romantic incidents, 
and I could not have given a reasonable account of any one of the 
novels. They had left very little beliind and might have left a 
very great deal. In the same way the hurried mopping up of 
articles in magazines and newspapers and the lighter books gener- 
ally leaves nothing behind. Now very many people have felt what 
Gibbon said, that books matter supremely; and perhaps they 
ought to ; but they mean not half what they ought to mean, if 
they are read in a hurry or not selected with a certain conscious 
dehberation. 

An old schoolmaster of mine, who used to coach cricketers at 
the nets, was laughed at because he had just one recipe. “Don’t 
hurry ; there’s plenty of time.” The advice is in itself wholly 
wise, whether applied to cricket or sport (especially shooting) ; 
but it is at its truest in the art and pleasure of reading. The reader 
is a worse offender than the golfer or the marksman if he snatches 
at his books. We too often read to get to the end, just as American 
travellers go to see places or pictures or buildings in order to be 
able to say that tliey have “done” tliem. Almost everything 
should be done for its own sake, even eating and drinking perhaps. 
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within certain limits. It is doubtless better to eat to live than to 
live to eat ; but those who only eat to live make a mistake. The 
proper savouring of food and drink is almost as much a duty to 
our body, as the appreciation of language to our minds. It is 
thoroughly unwholesome to gobble books, though a certain 
amount of skipping may be justifiable. Now bad books must be 
gobbled (and are likely, therefore, to be indigestible) because the 
language and the thoughts are not worth savouring : they are 
insipid. When I became a journalist — some five years after leaving 
Oxford — a great historian said to me by way of advice : “Most 
journalists do not read enough. Now I should advise you to 
learn a language a year.” I failed to learn so much as one language 
at all properly in sixty years; and his advice was doubtless too 
stiff for an ordinary mortal ; but the general idea was sound 
enough. It is not only wise to read a deal, but to learn how to 
read, a lesson that seventy years failed to teach me. 

Three things now seem to me important : First, plan your 
reading so that it leads you somewhere and so that you may have 
the pleasure of anticipation and can think with gusto, “How well 
I know what I mean to do,” and the rest. That pleasure in a sort 
of continuous job may be considerable, with the reader, as with 
the farmer or gardener or any planner. The second is to read 
slowly and conscientiously enough to appreciate the texture of 
what you read and to give yourself at least a chance of remembering 
and judging. Tliirdly comes the choice of books ; and one of 
the wisest things said on this subject was said by the poet, Tenny- 
son. “I like large still books,” he said ; and however much we 
read in magazines or what not — as a good deal of this sort of stuff 
must be read by most of us — to open the pages of a good large, 
quiet, unhurried book is like shpping into a harbour from a choppy 
sea that had begun to make us a httle seasick. There are few more 
lasting sources of satisfaction than to pile up affectionate knowledge 
of a few first-class books that are congenial to one’s frame of 
mind. To know anything well — by heart, as we say — is quite 
invaluable. All sorts of goodish bool^ seem to serve. One friend 
of mine never parts from a copy of Stevenson’s Wreckers. Another 
is familiar with every page of Dickens. Another told me that he 


288 



SEEK PLEASURE, NOT PLEASURES 

could always recover calm and contentment by^ going back to 
the sixth book of the Aeneid, which he had by heart. Another 
could go on quoting Wordsworth for hours ; as in an earlier 
era people could quote Cowper or the Psalms. Reading what 
you have read before, if it was good, is often more fun than reading 
what is new, just as each spring is more enjoyable, because it 
contains the recollection of past springs. 

The world is so full of a number of things 
Tm sure we should all be as happy as kings, 

is an admirable sentiment ; but as people grow up it is not the 
number of things that matter, it is the certainty that enough good 
things are to be had for the asking. Find out the good things — 
which vary for different minds and characters — is one of the best 
of mottoes ; and no one can tell you which are the best books for 
you. You must enjoy. Perhaps I may end with a self-made maxim: 
Seek pleasure, not pleasures. 
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B efore attempting to answer the question “What 
has life taught me?” it is necessary to outline very briefly 
certain events in my early life which had an outstanding 
influence on my outlook, and which have deeply affected my 
understanding of the lessons learned. 

In life it sometimes happens that one’s education (using the word 
in its widest sense) is influenced and perhaps upset by some great 
upheaval in one’s circumstances. The upheaval may be on the 
material plane, such as loss of money — or it may be loss of health, 
or it may be of a more positive nature, such as the formation of 
a great friendship. But whatever its precise nature, its effect is 
great and far reaching. Such an upheaval took place in my life 
at a fairly early age, though it was of a very different character 
from any of those mentioned above. My upbringing and career 
were very normal. At the age of seven, I went to a good prepara- 
tory boarding school for six years. I then went for five years to 
a public school (Charterhouse), before entering the Royal Military 
Academy, and subsequently gaining my commission at the age 
of twenty in the Royal Engineers. All this was very normal, 
very ordinary and even commonplace, and many others were 
treading those same or similar paths with me. But the upheaval 
to which I have referred took place when I was at Charterhouse 
at the age of fourteen. It may have passed unnoticed by others, 
but it certainly was the turning point in my life, and from that 
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time things have been vastly difFerent from which they could 
possibly have been otherwise. It was then that I consciously and 
very definitely came into a new relationship with God through 
Jesus Christ, as I realized how greatly I needed His salvation from 
the penalty and power of sin, and gratefully accepted the offer 
He made to me, and which cost Him His life to make. The trans- 
action which took place at that time without any fuss or emotion- 
alism was a very real thing, and a very practical thing, too, and 
marked the beginning of a new life for me, with new outlook, 
new motives and new desires. The reaUty of that transaction has 
never left me in the more than fifty years which have elapsed 
since then, but rather has it become intensified with the passage 
of time. I mention this matter because it has had an overriding 
influence on the whole of the rest of my Hfe, and has had a 
profound and ineradicable effect on my outlook and indeed on my 
experience. 

My subsequent career was not dissimilar to that of any other 
officers of the Regular Army of my generation. I served in many 
parts of the world, and saw active service in three wars. I had 
many and varied experiences, some of them intensely interesting. 
I carried increasing responsibilities as I rose in rank, culminating 
in unusually heavy ones. And, because of the great upheaval in 
my life to which I have referred, my career has provided a back- 
ground against which the lessons of life stand out with unusual 
clearness, and for this reason it may be advisable to use it as such 
here. 

The chief and most far-reaching lesson I have drawn from my 
experience of life is undoubtedly the reaHty of God. This lesson 
is so interwoven with and overshadows all the other lessons I have 
learned that it may be said in a sense to include them all. When 
I speak of the reaUty of God I do not mean some Abstract Idea 
which some people may call God — nor a vague conception such 
as the Prime Cause, nor Fate, nor any of die other indefinite and 
impersonal expressions by which men sometimes seek to describe 
Him. But I mean that I have learned that He is an intensely 
personal Being, with Whom one may become acquainted and be 
in close relationship, and Who is interested in me and my affairs. 
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Who desires my well-being, and plans to use me to fulfil His 
purposes. This Being has been intensely real to me especially since 
the great turning point in my life to which I have already referred, 
and increasingly so as the years have passed. His reaUty has been 
so truly part and parcel of my life that it has exerted a controlling 
influence on it. In fact, apart from such a conception of Him as 
I have indicated above, I can find no adequate nor satisfying 
explanation of my life and of its component parts. 

His reahty has impressed itself upon me in a number of different 
ways. For instance, as I look back over my life I can see how 
He has been shaping it from the beginning, and this reahzation 
has become increasingly clear as time has passed. My experience 
disproves most emphatically (at any rate for those to whom 
God means something) that life is an accident, that its course is 
fortuitous and is aflected by the winds of chance, or that it is a 
purposeless thing without any order or design. I have learned 
that God is the designer of one’s Hfe, and that His design has a 
definite purpose in view from the very beginning. Moreover, it 
is not only in the general design of my life and circumstances that 
I have seen His hand and that His reahty has impressed itself on 
me, but even more so perhaps in the small det^, which have 
fitted into the general design with perfect harmony. This is, of 
course, what one would reasonably expect. If the premise is true 
that God has planned my fife in its general outline in order that 
it may fit into His wider purposes, then one can surely expect 
that He will keep His hand upon the details, so that they may all 
make their contribution to the attainment of His ends. I, at any 
rate, have had unmistakable proofs that He has been acting 
towards me in this way, not only in progressive training, but in 
eliminating, or trying to eUminate, those things which would 
hinder His purposes. I say “trying to ehminate,” because the 
success of the process must depend to some extent on my reaction 
to His efforts, and my non-co-operation may well miUtate against 
them, as I fear it has so often done. In fact, I am so conscious of 
the way my shortcomings have hindered His plans that I am 
extremely diffident about stating that He has directed my life in 
accordance with His purposes, and so give the erroneous impression 
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that I have fulfilled His plan for me. I have fallen sadly short of 
that, but still, in spite of all, I have always been very conscious 
of His patient and forbearing interest in my affairs, and this has 
made Him intensely real to me. 

An illustration of the way in which I have seen His guiding 
hand (at any rate in retrospect) may be helpful. For instance, my 
entrance into the Army may be quoted as a case in point. As most 
of my relatives and forebears had been in the Army, I naturally 
desired to follow their steps. But when I was a boy it was dis- 
covered that my eyesight was not too good, and it was considered 
very unhkely that I would pass the medical examination for the 
Army. Consequently my studies were planned to enable me to 
enter the Indian Civil Service ; but it was considered that the 
experience of a public examination would be beneficial to me, 
and in consequence I sat for the entrance examination to the 
Royal Mihtary Academy with that object in view and none other. 
To my surprise, and that of my parents, I passed the medical test, 
but I had not passed high enough to qualify for a place. But to 
my further surprise a number of candidates above me were 
rejected on medical grounds, and in due course I was admitted to 
the Royal Mihtary Academy. Since my parents and I (and no 
doubt others, too) had made the choice of my career a definite 
matter of earnest prayer, we had no doubt that God answered 
these prayers in this quite unexpected way, and that it was His 
purpose for me that I should follow a mihtary career, and my 
subsequent consideration of the matter in the hght of experience 
has, so far as I am concerned, fully confirmed that original opinion. 

Another instance of the way in which God obviously shaped 
my career may be of value. Many years after the time referred to 
above I was a colonel on the General Staff at the War Office, 
holding an appointment which was intensely interesting, and, I 
suppose, of considerable importance. The appointment was ex- 
pected to last for four years, but when I had held it for just over 
two years I was suddenly and quite unexpectedly moved from it 
to another, which did not appeal to me nearly so much. I was 
naturally greatly disappointed, and not a little troubled, though 
if I had been able to see into the future, I need not have hcctx- 
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I had not held py new appointment for more than a month or 
two, when I was offered the command of the Cairo Infantry 
Brigade. Needless to say, I accepted it with thankfulness. It meant 
promotion, it meant command of troops, and thus made me 
eligible for consideration for promotion to general ofEcer's rank, 
and it actually gave me experiences which were of the greatest 
value to me subsequendy. None of these soHd advantages would 
I have gained if I had stayed on in my original War Office appoint- 
ment. I may say, moreover, that the Cairo appointment came to 
•me, entirely unsought, and quite unexpectedly. There again, I 
can only see God’s hand at work steering the course of my life, 
so that it might fit in with His subsequent purposes for me, and 
while feehng intensely grateful to Him, I cannot but regret that, 
on my part, I must have constandy disappointed Him. 

The practical and intensely real value of prayer in my hfe as a 
soldier has, without a doubt, been one of the chief lessons I 
have learned from hfe. That Almighty God should be willing 
that insignificant creatures such as men should make personal 
contact with Him is, of course, an amazing mystery. But it is 
none the less fiterally true, not only because He has declared it 
to be so in most unmistakable terms over and over again, but 
also because it is the clear experience of millions of human beings 
at all times and in all places. It has certainly been my experience : 
of that I have no doubt, though I am increasingly conscious of 
the wonderful privilege, and of my unworthiness to enjoy it. 
Of course, prayer is far more than Just asking God to give me 
something which I think I would hke to have. It is not a unilateral 
but a bilateral business. It is, or should be, having conversation 
with God, in which He speaks to me just as much as, if not more 
than, I speak to Him. It is sharing with Him the problems, per- 
plexities, joys and sorrows of life both in small things and in 
great things. It is also sharing with Him His desires, plans and 
purposes for individuals and for nations, and learning how one 
can forward them in one’s own small circle. It covers one’s 
professional and official life, just as it does one’s intimate personal 
hfe. It is indeed a staggering conception, infinite in its impHcations 
(but an undoubted fact), and all the more so when one considers 
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the One with whom we thus converse, the On^ who is infinite 
wisdom, infinite power, infinite goodness and infinite love. The 
possibihties of such intercourse are, of course, immeasurable, and 
the experience of it, even in a small degree, must leave an indelible 
impression on one’s outlook. Looking back over my experiences 
I cannot but regret that I have so little availed myself of such a 
privilege, but even so I can but gratefully acknowledge that the 
help I have received from Him in this way has been very wonderful 
and very real, so that I have unconsciously formed the habit of 
taking every problem to Him and enlisting His help before 
approaching anyone else. 

It may help to clarify my meaning, if I give one or two instances 
taken from my professional life. I choose these rather than the 
innumerable smaller instances in my private life, not because they 
are more wonderful, but because they may be of more general 
interest. 

In 1929, while I was commanding the Cairo Brigade, serious 
disturbances broke out in Palestine where the situation threatened 
to get completely out of hand. Troops and naval detachments 
were rushed up to Palestine from Egypt and elsewhere and I was 
sent up to take command of the forces of the three fighting Services 
in the country. Before the full reinforcements had arrived and 
when the troops in Palestine were fully extended, I received a 
report in my headquarters at Jerusalem that a large force (said to 
be 5,000) of armed Bedouin was moving on Gaza from the south- 
east. In Gaza there were many defenceless people, including a 
British mission hospital with nurses and families. I knew that if 
the Bedouin force, inflamed as it was with false propaganda, got 
into Gaza, the place might well become a shambles ; but I had 
no available forces to send there, all at my disposal being already 
very fully employed. I sent an engine with two trucks in which a 
couple of Lewis guns were mounted to patrol the railway to the 
east of the city, though I realized that the effect they could have 
would be microscopic. I also ordered some aircraft to go out, 
locate the Bedouin, and drop bombs in front of them, in theliope 
of heading them off. They, however, returned at dusk having 
been unable to locate the Bedouin, who presumably took cover 


295 



SIR WILLIAM DOBBIB 


in the wadis wi^h which the country is intersected. But I continued 
after that to get information from other sources that the Bedouin 
were continuing to move towards Gaza imtil they were extremely 
close. The situation to me seemed pretty desperate, so I did what 
I had frequently done before in difficult circumstances and sought 
God’s help. I remember kneeling down in my office in Jerusalem 
and using some such words as these : “Oh God, I have come to 
the end of my resources. If the Bedouin get into Gaza it seems 
certain that there will be a massacre ; I cannot stop them : please 
intervene.” The sequel is interesting. I continued to get informa- 
tion for a short time that the Bedouin were continuing to approach 
Gaza, i.e. in a north-westerly direction. Then suddenly I heard 
that they had changed direction by a right angle and were moving 
north-east, i.e. in a direction where there was nothing to matter. 
They actually spent the night in the open country and did no harm 
to anyone. Early next morning H.M.S. Courageous arrived at 
Jaffa with a battaHon from Malta ; part of the battalion was 
immediately sent to Gaza and the situation was saved. A British 
Government official also succeeded in getting in touch with the 
Bedouin and after some difficulty managed to convince them 
that they had been misled and persuaded them to return to their 
homes. I tried to find out afterwards what had caused the sudden 
change of direction, but no satisfactory explanation was found. 
I have never doubted that it was a case when God intervened in 
answer to humble prayer. 

Another instance taken from the many that were evident during 
the Siege of Malta may be of interest, being one which made a 
deep impression on us all in that beleaguered fortress. In the early 
days of 1941 a convoy was brought to Malta, escorted by a strong 
naval force. The convoy reached harbour safely, and the naval 
escort was out at sea some twenty miles away. In the naval escort 
was a new aircraft carrier — H.M.S. Illustrious, a magnificent ship 
and an extremely valuable one in view of the serious shortage 
of that class of ship in the Royal Navy at that time. The German 
Air Force, which had recently been established in Sicily in con- 
siderable strength, went out and attacked the naval escort and 
concentrated their attacks on H.M.S. Illustrious. In spite of heavy 
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losses Uicurred they pressed their attacks and sucqpeded in hitting 
the ship and seriously damaging her. That night Illustrious limped 
into Malta and was taken into the dockyard to be patched up, 
so that she might go to some other port for proper repair. Next 
morning the German aircraft came over and saw Illustrious in the 
dockyard. They promptly renewed their attacks and maintained 
them for some days, with the obvious determination of immobiliz- 
ing the ship, if not of sinking her. They succeeded in scoring a 
number of additional hits on her, causing more and more damage, 
some of it being of a very serious nature, and the prospect of 
getting the ship to sea seemed to become very remote. At that 
time the vice-admiral told me that the dockyard authorities 
estimated that it would need four clear days without any further 
damage for the ship to be made fit to go to sea. Since the ship 
had been receiving fresh damage constantly since her arrival in 
Malta, the condition of four days without damage seemed to be 
quite unattainable. However, there it was ; we reahzed the 
paramount importance to the Royal Navy of getting Illustrious 
into active operation again, and a number of persons in Malta 
definitely asked God in prayer to help us in our great difficulty. 
I certainly was one of them. The sequel is instructive. Although 
during the next four days the German attacks were renewed time 
after time, and although bombs fell near the ship, yet no further 
damage was done, and after dusk on the fourth day, we watched 
with thankful hearts that magnificent ship steam out of the Grand 
Harbour and head for Alexandria, which she reached without 
mishap. Humanly speaking the chances of Illustrious getting away 
from Malta were negligible, but the impossible happened, and we 
watched a miracle being enacted before our eyes. 

Another episode of a somewhat similar nature occurred some 
fifteen months later, and served as a reminder to us of God’s 
protecting hand. H.M.S. Penelope^ a light cruiser, was based on 
Malta and used for attacking the Axis sea communications with 
North Africa. Owing to some damage received Penelope had 
to be put into dry dock for repairs to be carried out. The (^rman 
air force was in Sicily at that time in very great strength, deter- 
mined to stop the offensive operations being carried out firom Malta 
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against its con|munications. It consequently concentrated its 
efforts for a time on Penelope while she was in the unfavourable 
position of being in dry dock. Penelope was subjected to extremely 
heavy and sustained attacks. Bombs fell all round her and 
riddled her hull and upper works with innumerable splinter 
holes. The superficial damage was very great, and the crew, with 
their innate sense of fitness, renamed the ship H.M.S. Pepperpot. 
But in spite of it all no vital damage was done — although a very 
small difference in the position of the strike of a bomb would on 
a number of occasions have made all the difference. Eventually 
she got to sea and headed for Gibraltar — 1,000 miles away through 
enemy-infested seas. She was attacked by every conceivable kind 
of vessel and aircraft, but she won through. On arrival, a thanks- 
giving service was held on board to thank God for His great 
deliverances, not only during the voyage, but also during those 
never to be forgotten days in dry dock in Malta. This episode 
made a deep impression on us in Malta, as we saw in it the Hand 
of God. 

These episodes were by no means unique in my experience. I 
have seen God’s hand at work in answer to prayer on many other 
occasions — some of which had undoubtedly far-reaching con- 
sequences on the course of important mihtary operations, which 
affected the well-being of our country and our cause. This brings 
me to a further lesson I have learned, or perhaps another aspect 
of the same great lesson — die reality of God. This reality is an 
unescapable fact not only so far as individuals arc concerned, but 
equally with nations and empires. His hand has been very much 
in evidence in the history of our Nation and our Empire, especially 
in the two world wars in which many of us have taken a part. 
He has shown us very clearly that He and He alone is the giver of 
Victory, and that He can deliver those who seek His help, however 
heavy the odds. An instance from the First World War will 
perhaps make this clear. It may not be remembered that our 
Nation was not officially called upon by our Government to seek 
God’s help until the summer of 1918, following the great counter- 
offensive of the Germans which so nearly brought us to irretrievable 
disaster From 1914 to July, 1918, on a number of occasions we 
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were within an ace of disaster — but that disaster just failed to 
materialize altogether. On other occasions we were close to great 
successes, but we just failed to attain them. Generally speaking, 
in this period in the main theatre of war the weather was unfavour- 
able to us. It looked as if we were being kept back from success, 
but at the same time being preserved from complete disaster, 
until in the middle of July, 1918, our Government called the 
Nation to prayer. The date fixed was August 4. It is a remark- 
able fact which did not escape the notice of those in high places 
that immediately after the decision was made the Germans suffered 
a very severe defeat between the Marne and the Aisne, and four 
days after the day of prayer, success far greater than was anticipated 
crowned our arms in the Battle of Amiens, and for 100 days 
victory followed victory until the German Army was crushed 
and the German Government sued for peace. That there was a 
definite connection with the long-delayed day of national prayer 
and the amazing victory of the Allied Cause was realized and 
acknowledged by many who were in the best position to appreciate 
the facts. 

In the Second World War of 1939—45, the Nation was called 
upon by His Majesty on a number of occasions to seek God's help, 
and as one looks back over the happenings of those tremendous 
years we cannot doubt that God in His mercy answered those 
prayers and gave us His help. We have surely witnessed a succession 
of miracles not once nor twice but many times, which can only 
be accounted for satisfactorily by acknowledging that God was 
the Doer of them. To many, if not most of our Nation, the 
evacuation from Dunkirk could only be accounted for on that 
basis. The fact that we succeeded in withdrawing fifteen *times 
as many men as the most sanguine estimate anticipated, forces 
any thinking person to that conclusion. Again, the Battle of 
Britain, when the “few did so much for the many," surely was a 
miracle, if anything was. It is no disparagement to the magnificent 
valour and devotion of those few to see in the result the Hand 
of God, and this has been publicly acknowledged by very respons- 
ible persons. The Battle of Malta also was another example of 
the same phenomenon — which I was privileged to witness during 
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the years of siege, 1940—42. In view of the lamentable weakness 
of the defence, and the enormous resources of the enemy, the 
fact that Malta remained in British hands is indeed a miracle. In 
the very beginning of the siege I was voicing the views and wishes 
of many who were associated with me in the defence of Malta, 
when I issued a special order of the day to the garrison and to 
the people. It may be appropriate to quote the former here : — 

The decision of His Majesty’s Government to fight on until 
our enemies are defeated will have been heard with the greatest 
satisfaction by all ranks of the garrison of Malta. It may be 
that hard times lie ahead of us, but however hard they may be, 
I know that the courage and determination of all ranks will 
not falter, and that with God’s help we will maintain the security 
of this Fortress. 

I therefore call upon all officers and other ranks humbly to 
seek God’s help, and then in rehance upon Him to do their duty 
unflinchingly. 

And during those two eventful years we were constantly seeing 
enacted before our eyes happenings which gave us unmistakable 
evidence that the Hand of God was at work. That was the only 
reasonable explanation of what we saw, and this was acknowledged 
by many. Our Nation and Empire has surely had many oppor- 
tunities to learn the lesson that God is. It is to be hoped that a 
lesson learned in such a hard school of experience will not be 
forgotten, and that God Who undoubtedly delivered us and helped 
us in our hour of need will not be left out of our plans as we 
seek to rebuild our shattered economy. 

Few would deny that ultimately the Spiritual is more important 
than the material. But in these days of mechanization, and the 
replacement of the man by the machine, this fact is apt to be 
overlooked and forgotten. We are prone to assess our strength 
and that of our enemies simply in material terms, in spite of the 
fact of our survival when our material resources were woefully 
inadequate. But it is still true on the battlefield as elsewhere that 
it is the spirit of the man that matters, however excellent may be 
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the macj;iines he wields. This again is true for individuals as well as 
for nations, and it is a lesson which must be learned and acted upon. 
Material resources, after all, are but temporary things — ^Hable to 
change and deterioration. Christ described them as “the meat 
which perisheth” and therefore not worthy of the “labour’’ we are 
inclined to expend on them to the exclusion of that which endures. 
Man needs to be reminded that “he does not hve by bread alone.” 

One other lesson which I have learned from life is the import- 
ance of a firm foundation on which to build. One may easily 
become so engrossed in planning the fair edifice that one forgets 
the importance of the foundation on which it will rest, and on 
which it depends for its stabihty and permanence. This is specially 
noticeable in these days when the word “reconstruction” is so 
frequently on our hps. As in the case of the other lessons I have 
learned, this apphes to nations and communities as well as to 
individuals. And we individuals who long to see our Nation 
rebuilt on a good foundation on which can rest a beautiful super- 
structure, sometimes forget that the Nation is composed of indi- 
viduals, and will only do what we individuals do. It is therefore 
important that we individually should make sure of the foundation 
on wliich we are building. Much of the unrest, sorrow and 
perplexity which are such prominent features of hfe today is 
due to the lack of foimdation and firm roots. Uncertainty, in- 
stability and doubts which prevent us from being sure of anything 
are the cause of much of our troubles. But can a foundation be 
found, on which we can safely and confidently build the fair 
edifice we desire? Thank God it can, as I have learned. It can 
be found in God as revealed in the person of Jesus Christ. On 
Him and on Him alone the individual and the Nation can find 
firm ground on which to build so that, as in the example quoted 
by Christ, “when the rains descended and the floods came and 
the winds blew and beat upon that house, it fell not : for it was 
founded upon a rock.” 

In God’s mercy to me I have learned that that is true, and that 
those built upon Christ can face with absolute confidence whatever 
the future may have in store. 
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and racquets, has taken a special interest in flying, and is 
now President of the Lawn Tennis Association and 
Chancellor of Reading University. 


G RACIAN, the Montaigne of Spanish literature, has 
described the three ages of man. In his youth, man talks 
with his books, in his middle age with his friends, and in 
his old age with himself. Whilst I am unwilling to divide my hfe 
into these three water-tight compartments, I admit that the later 
chapters of Ufe are the time for self-meditation. Let me then 
soliloquize for a few moments on myself. 

I suppose that, judged by several standards, I can claim that my 
life has been full and varied So full and varied, in fact, that never 
until now have I had time to look back and reflect on the many 
mistakes that I have certainly made. Even if I had had the time in 
the past, I would have resisted the temptation of building a retros- 
pect on the back of hypotheses. How easy it is to say that “if I 
had done this or that, the result would have been so much better,” 
but how easy it is also to weaken one’s nerve for the future by these 
post facto inquests. 

If, therefore, I now look back over the past, I will try to avoid 
an attitude of morbid introspection, and to examine my Hfe as 
dispassionately as a historian who sets out to explain the causes and 
effects of established facts and influences. 
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Startiiilg from this point of view, I at once realize that I have been 
constantly influenced by my family traditions. »^or generations 
my ancestors were Quakers and bankers. As Quakers, they were 
the members of a small community, intent upon Christian service 
and mundane stability, that maintained its distinctive code and 
method of Hfe as firmly as a rehgious order or a regimental unit. 
The community married within itself. Its successive generations 
maintained their hereditary avocations, and their unswerving sup- 
port of such good causes as the abolition of slavery and the reform 
of the penal laws. Influences such as these created a habit of Hfe tliat, 
though its cut has often been changed, has worn well in spite of the 
changing fashions of the world. 

When, as in the case of my own family, the Quakers were also 
private bankers, the force of tradition became even stronger. 

The private banker of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries 
was essentially cautious and patient. He did not attempt to make 
a quick fortune. He knew his cHents and between him and them 
was the mutual trust of an understanding family. He avoided 
controversy and would never take a case into court that could 
conceivably be settled outside. Morley’s essay on Compromise 
would have given him a manual of daily conduct, and Walter 
Bagehot, a fellow private banker, a guide to political action. This 
double influence of Quaker and private banker has constantly 
shown itself in my own life, though my family joined the Church 
of England at the beginning of the nineteenth century and my 
father gave up banking when I was a baby. Anyone who cared to 
study in detail my public record would find many instances of this 
Quaker-banker complex. 

The third family influence that has worked upon me is a love 
of sport and physical exercise. Sport may at first sight appear to 
be an incongruous taste for Quaker stock. In point of fact, there 
were no keener sportsmen than my Quaker ancestors. My family 
records show how, year after year, they went to Norfolk for the 
shooting season, and how it was the love of sport that interested 
them in country life and particularly in birds. 

When I think of my own past, I put this love of country life and 
birds as one of its most abiding influences. Since my fiithcr’s time 
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it has been carried a step further into the field of games and^hysical 
exercise. He was the first of the family to be a notable player of 
games. He was well known as a cricketer, and was one of the 
pioneers of lawn tennis. His love of games descended upon me. 
The happiest moments of my Ufe have been connected with 
games. There is something so concrete and immediately satisfying 
about a success in them. The offdrive past cover, the half-volley at 
racquets, the perfect chase at tennis or the passing shot at lawn 
tennis, the follow-through at golf that seems to put wings to the 
ball, the poise and control of advanced skating, the rhythm of good 
dancing — these are things that have given me the most subtle 
pleasures of my Ufe. Such things, though to many they may seem 
of httle account, have meant for me the secret of balance and 
rhythm. Furthermore, physical exercise has cleared my head when 
it was becoming confused. The complete concentration that is 
needed for success in a sport or game has been excellent training for 
concentration upon public affairs. The feeling that mind and body 
are working in harmony upon a given purpose gives assurance 
to sensitive people hke myself who need the encouragement of a 
certain measure of success. To say, therefore, that sport and games 
have had a very definite influence on my Ufe is neither to overstate 
my experience nor to discredit it. I am in good company. Aeschy- 
lus asked that his bodily prowess rather than his poetic genius 
should be remembered on his tomb. The palaestra was as important 
for the Greeks as the agora. For the love of games and sport I 
am indebted to my family. I am constantly conscious of the value 
of the debt that I owe for it. 

After tradition come two other influences, books and experience. 
I cannot place them in order of merit, as they have interacted to 
such an extent that it is difficult to say where one ends and the other 
begins. In the matter of books, I have stepped outside the limits 
set by Gracian. For I have constantly conversed with them through- 
out the whole of my Hfe. Perhaps I have read too much. Perhaps 
also, my passion for books has taken me into many culs-de-sac 
where I have wasted my time and tired my mind. Perhaps also, 
the reading of so many books has detracted from the abiding 
influence of the best of them. One thing is certain. It has damaged 
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my sty]g of public speaking. There is all the difference in the world 
between the written and the spoken word, and It is the written 
word that has most influenced me. 

If I am asked what books have chiefly affected me, I cannot give 
an answer. There are scarcely any books, good or bad, from which 
I have not learnt something. Two authors have, however, never left 
my side. 

As an analyst of human nature, I have always kept Stendhal 
close at hand. For the philosophy of hfe I have taken Montaigne 
for my guide. Emile Faguet, the great French critic, whose lectures 
I once attended at the Sorbonne, used to say that every man should 
read Montaigne twice in his hfe, once when he was twenty to learn 
how to hve, and next, towards the end of life to learn how he ought 
to have lived. As one whom Montaigne has greatly influenced, 
I commend this advice to the world at large. 

Montaigne lived at a moment when the world was in a state of 
upheaval. The Middle Ages were dissolving into the Renaissance 
and Reformation. It was a time of disturbing contrasts. Side by side 
with the revived study of the humanities and the new chapter of 
great discoveries, reHgious fanaticism and materiahst brutaUty were 
running riot. A battle so close that its result could not yet be fore- 
seen was being daily fought between the forces of civilization and 
the forces of intolerance. It was against this background that 
Montaigne in his tower in Guyenne impartially analysed his own 
experiences. 

Today, the world is even more bitterly divided between con- 
tending forces than in Montaigne’s time. On the one hand science 
has opened out a limidess field of material progress, on the other 
hand prejudice, intolerance, want and fear have set a wall at its 
entrance that has not at present been crossed. It is in this riven world 
that most of my active life has been lived. How different a back- 
ground from the peaceful landscape of the Quaker bankers who 
preceded me! To them war was anathema. Many of them, knowing 
the horrors of war, were for peace at any price. It may be that it 
was their Quaker influence that has sometimes made me “ingemi- 
nate peace” like Falkland at the batdc of Newbury, when there was 
no peace. It may be that their banker influence has made me search 

305 



VISCOUNT TBMPLEWOOD 


for compromises when die two sides were each bent on complete 
victory. I caniiot say. We must all of us, like Sorrow’s Jaspar 
Petulengro, fulfil our destiny, and mine was to be a man of peace, 
and not of war. 

My many experiences of pubhc Ufe have confirmed me in this 
attitude. But whilst they have underhned my inherited propen- 
sities, they have taught me many useful lessons and enriched my 
natural instincts. Patience and tolerance are the two chief legacies 
diat they have left me. 

Patience, the most useful but the most difficult of political 
virtues! How well I remember a conversation that I had with that 
wise man, Lord Haldane. He told me that he was once walking 
through St. James’s Park with Morley and Ehhu Root, the well- 
known American pubfidst, when their talk was on the quafities 
needed for public life. “Eloquence,” said one, “Courage,” another, 
but eventually they all agreed that more necessary then either 
eloquence or courage was patience. Lord Haldane was to find in 
his own career the truth of this conclusion. Patience, like the stead- 
fast fortitude of Collingwood tossing month after month in the 
Channel and waiting for an enemy that would not attack, patience 
like Lord Haldane’s own refusal to be deflected from his purpose 
by disparagement and provocation, and his persistence in working 
out detail by detail the programme upon which he had decided. 
How much I needed this patience myself in my long mission in 
wartime Spain! 

Tolerance, how gradually I have learnt its virtue as I have seen 
more of the world and rubbed shoulders with all sorts and con- 
ditions of men and women! 

These two, patience and tolerance, come from the major deca- 
logue of experience. But there is another precept that experience 
has given, a precept, it may be, on a lower scale but none the less 
useful in the daily round of pubhc and private fife — the precept 
of accuracy. Upon whatever work I have been engaged, I have 
tried to follow WiUiam Blake’s injunction “to labour well the 
minute particulars.” My critics have said that this passion for 
accuracy has given me the precision of a maiden aunt. So far from 
resenting the criticism, I welcome it. For the more I look upon the 
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troubled world, the more I am convinced that loose thinking and 
loose talking lead to disillusionment, despair and disaster, and that 
we must keep William James’s precept to “forge every word and 
act in the teeth of ineluctable and stubborn fact.” 

The spiritual forces that have worked upon me I have not attempt- 
ed to describe. I keep them to myself as in the silence of a Quaker 
meeting. I will only say of them that if I have followed Montaigne 
along his path of Ufe, I have not forgotten his directions for the path 
of death. The road to a bona mors is often rough and obscure. 
Overhanging branches that hide the sky and undergrowth of weeds 
and brambles that catch the feet, make the journey difficult and 
often laborious. Some, trusting to themselves, want no guide. 
Others, less assured, need the help of a travel association. I am one 
of those who require this help. It is on this account that, when in 
accordance with Gracian’s injunction for the later chapters of life 
I meditate with myself, I strengthen myself with the support of the 
great and abiding institution of the historic Church. 
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T he temptation to indulge in a few respectable plati- 
tudes when asked to write on the theme “What life has taught 
me,” is almost irresistible; and, as has been said by a witty 
writer, “the only way to be rid of temptation is to yield to it.” I 
feel sure that I shall yield before I finish these few remarks. 

I ought to have learnt much more from life than I have in fact 
learnt. I fear that were I to start life again with my present know- 
ledge, though I should avoid my worst mistakes, I should make 
very much the same sort of mistakes as I have in fact made. 
Perhaps this is because my fife has been active rather than contem- 
plative and I have had all too little time to sit still and think. 

I used to hear it said that youth is the age at which you think of 
the naughty things you will do; the prime of hfe is when you do 
them; and old age is when you wish you had not. I believe all these 
three statements are profoundly untrue. 

Certainly when I was young I lived in the present and spent 
precious little time contemplating the future, and now that I am 
old I look back on my past misdeeds with interest and without 
undue shame; whilst as to my doings in the prime of Ufe, I can 
here rely on the maxim that no one is obliged to convict himself. 

On the whole I would say that I have learnt that the happiness 
and achievement in life depends upon one’s relationship with 
one’s fellow men. After long experience of my fellow men and 
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in Spite qf the fact that I have seen much of the seamy side of life, 
I have come to the conclusion that man is a ndtle animal — far 
nobler in fact than is generally supposed. 

Of course each man has his own individual defects and these 
defects he is generally only too ready to advertise; but deep down, 
if you take the trouble to search for it, you will find the pure gold, 
covered though it may be by some inferior dross. 

Life has taught me, therefore, that the right course is to search 
for the gold in one’s fellow men. I beheve that the maxim that 
“the proper study of mankind is man,” is profoundly true. By 
getting to know your fellow men you will discover all sorts of 
interesting problems and personahties. 

The secret of a happy hfe is to be as interested in other people, 
and in their problems, as you are in your own. Happiness is an 
elusive Will o’ the Wisp. If you seek to capture it it will surely 
evade you. If you try to make others happy, happiness will come 
to you as a sort of by-product. 

That I beheve to be the principal and the most important lesson 
I have learnt, but there are two other lessons to wliich I would 
like to refer. The first is in reference to the dread which people, 
and young people in particular, have of being in any way different 
from their associates. I remember well the agony through which I 
used to pass if I went to a party in an inappropriate dress. I think 
this is due to the fact that we are apt, particularly when we are 
young, to imagine that all the casual acquaintances we meet in a 
room are taking a profound interest in us, whereas, as a matter of 
fact, it is probably more true to say that most of them do not care 
two pins whether we are aHve or dead. I think the knowledge of 
this fact, which is acquired in later life, makes these small matters 
absolutely unimportant. 

A sense of humour, a sense of proportion and a sense of detach- 
ment are most valuable quaUties. If we could sometimes watch 
ourselves as though our Hfe were being portrayed on the stage and 
we ourselves were momentarily sitting in the stalls at the same 
time, we could acquire the necessary detacliment. A sense of 
detachment shows us that our misfortunes and apparent disasters are 
generally not quite so crushing as they seem to be at the moment. 
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The next lesson I have leamt is that as we get older we get more 
tolerant. Toleimce is by no means necessarily a virtue. If and in so 
far as it springs from indifference, it is indeed rather a discredit. 
The tolerance that is worth while is the tolerance which enables a 
man to listen quietly to points of view with which he violently 
disagrees. 

I think that as a man gets older he is rather more ready to 
make allowances for other people and he realizes that defects wliich 
they frequently show have a cause. If, on occasions, a particular 
person shows himself to be irritable and cantankerous the young 
tend to write him down as a person normally possessed of these 
characteristics. But the older man realizes that those defects are very 
likely due to the fact that that person has got some trouble at home 
or that he has got toothache or some other pain or worry which 
is affecting him at that particular moment of time. It is easier to 
make allowances in mature life. Youth is apt to be intolerant. 

Perhaps this is a variant of my first theme in that it is all part 
of the advice that the secret of hfe is the getting to know one's 
fellow men, and success in this makes it easier to make allowances. 

Finally, I remember a quotation which was written up on the 
fireplace of my classroom at school. I am not sure where die 
quotation comes from, but it was as follows: 

“Money lost, little lost, 

Honour lost, much lost. 

Heart lost, all lost.” 

Life has taught me that these statements are true. 


310 







